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ADYERTISEHENT TO THIRD EDITION. 



Thb firat edition of this woric appetnd in 1847, in Bottnn. 
In the tbUowing year, another ediifon was iaraed, very much 
enlarged. Se?«CRl pueoia compoaed in prieon were diKovend. 
Since the publication of that edition, many more have been 
fiMind. But tlM author hae not thought it beet, at preaent, 
to increaee the size of the rolume. He has carefully revised 
tM wbcito' wniiL Should there be a demand ibr additional pages, 
or Ibr another volume, he has ample materials now to meet that 
mmt The field is rich, and he trusts that it will be faithfliUy 
gleaned, at sonis future day, by some aUer hand. The prison has 
really been cUvx the very birth-place of genius; and there cannot 
be a richer collection of poetry from any source wliatever, than 
from within its walls. Tlie author trusts tliat when his labors 
have ceased, tliis woric will still be carried forward, and thus con- 
vince the world that while the cell has often been the abode of the 
depraved, it has also been the abode of the virtuous, the enlightf 
eued and the humane. 

BosTOM, July 6, 18491 



ESSAY ON THE FOETBT OF THE. PRISON. 



Moct wretchad own 
Are cradled into ^trj by wtongi 
« « Thejr learn in auii'erinf Wnat 

Tbey teacb in aoug, ShetUg. 

GouRiiWB mjB * Poetry has lieen to me an exceedlns^ gnat 
VBwanl; it has soothed my afflictions; it has mulliidied and re* 
fined my enjoyments ; it has endeared my solitude, and it baa 
fiven me the habit of wishing to discover the good and tlie bean* 
tiful in all that meets and surrounds me.' 

Many a poet, immured within the walls of a (Nrison, will re- 
spond to this beautiful sentiment of Coleridge. And one object 
of this publication is, to show how human genius may manifest 
itself^ even under disadTantageous circumstances; how, when 
abut out from the real worid, it can create a world for itself, and, 
to me the words of Washington Irving, ' with a necromantic 
power, can conjure up glorious shapes, and Ibrms, and brilliant 
▼iaiona, to malce solitude populous, and to irradiate the gloom of 
the dungeon.' 

Soma minds become inactive when deprived of liberty. The 
«Act ie widely different on the poet. He becomee tender and 
Imaginative in his confinement. Hia very loneliness imparta a 
Uvaliar aaivity to bia aoul. It ia well described by Sir Rofar 
VKitraoge: 

* Have jrea not Men the nifbtinfale, 
• 9 A pilfrim coop'd in a cage t 

How doth she cnant her wonted tale, 
In that her lonely hermitajfe { 
Even there her cbarmin^ netooy doth pnvt 
That all her bouf ha are treea, her cafe a grove.' 

Soma of our beat poeu have labored to deaeriba Um looallMai 
md glaon of priaon aolitQde. Who doee not iwnambar the 
1« 
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tKrilllng deicriptlon of the ' Prinn«r of Chillon,' bj Bjim. and 
iht ' Priioner for Debt,' by Whiuier 7 Bui who can daKribt th« 
wraichedneu of the cell like the priaoner himeelf f If he it • 
poet, hie aoul breake forth from the raetraint and gloom of hia 
dungeon. With him there ie no imag inaticm. AU la alern, lir- 
Ing reality. He knowa what it ia to be a conricL He thinka of 
hi»pleaMBi home: In hie epUtvda ha looks witMa l i tm n Ml and 
hia aout, bufaiing with thought, finda relief in the world oC ro- 
naiice and poeiry, aiid hiafeniua, though dead before, braake forth 
in the liTelieat and auMiroeat atrains of vertw. Hie aflbctiona are 
enlarfad. In hia aolitude he welcomee even the toathaome inaeet. 
Wha^ a beautiful poem ia the one we have toaertad entiiled * The 
Prieoiier and hie Mouae I' How waa that little bird walcoroed 
tbat tradition reconla aa having ooce entered tha priaoii windaw 
of Jamea I., during hia long confinement of eightoea yenre I Ham 
axquiaite waa the pleaaure of Latude with hia two doveel Bmlf, 
waa ha eren conaoled by them for ' the loaa of hia aoeiahlania P 

But amidst the hurrora of priaon aolitude, no empfoyment hM 
•ffi>rd«d auch relief aa poetry. The muae haa coma to the flap- 
tive even in the luweat dungeon, and a world of light and baainy 
haa dawned upon hia aoul. 

What a thrilling hiatory might ha written of.tha priaao'l Haw 
oflao haa it been the way to truth! HowrauchoAaoaf haaltr Hi 
the paat, bean the abode of the inaocaot and the pure, than of th« 
depraved and guilty i What a work to traoa out th« gta wiii f 
iicnnia of the churoh prieon, on the one hand, and Htm 
priaon, on the other ! It might, pertiapa, be found that the i 
had found wort, waya of ingenlooe torment than the latter. 

What a hiauiry I It haa been «id that a coUietioft of allli* 
popular poeme which are in the BMUth of a people wovid pNMf^ 
truly repvaeaiit the character of that people. How maeh iw— ar 
would be the priaon ! It ia a foir index of human progvwR 7K# 
cell ia dark or gloomy, light or airy, aa civiliauion ratrogadee or 
advancea. So It will be till that great hour cornea #d long aga 
propheeied, when ' liberty will be prodairoed to the captive, and 
the opening of the priaon doora to them that aia tamnd.' 
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I. IMkiibrcrttsBBO Paisomsrs.— This part conuins serenl 
fUMMBtf ttec ba?e been amociated with liberty and human pro- 
frear, tcnany of whom have occupied a high rank in the worid'a 

It EotAL PaiaoMSRS. — Here may be found, in the order in 
nfiiehr ihey lived, the poems of those who have been driven from 
the throne to the dungeon. Removed from the splendors of the 
pabee to the gloom of the cell, they have sought pleasure in the 
#nrlti of romance and poetry. This is a rich collection. It weU 
iltowt iotth how the human soul may recover itself under tha 
inost tryfng circumstances, and irradiate even the dungoon with 
Bgtit and beauty. 

III. Statb PRiaoMXns. —Under this general head, we have 
placad the writings of the inmates of our state prisons of tha 
p res e nt day. ▲ large portion of these poems are firom the colli 
at tha Maaaachusetts state prison. The initials, generally, are 
oiAf given; as the world never forgets its criminals, the conceal- 
ment of their names may help to blot out their prison*history. 
Among these productions, the reader will find a deep sympathy. 
Hfl wHl soon Isam that though ' the heart has run to waste, yet 
tlM tntellect stiU asserts its power. Even amidst depravity and 
erime, the prisoner finds a solace in the charms of poetry. How 
touching ' The Prisoner's Address to his Mother !' What a aim- 
pltpity in ' Ttie Blind Girl !' What an ingenious paraphrase on 
tba * QooA Time Coming 1' How much devotion in * The Oonria 
to hie BiUe i' What a beautifiil version of * The Lord's Prayer !' 
Who can nad these produoions and not ftal that there are minds 
iMratlMftmayyatbanMaradtosoeteiy! What a wide field Ibr 
Um FhOiBthroplat ! 
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17. Miwie OF TBB Prisoit. — The historian of mutie will find 
« strange pauciiy when he eearchea for Music for the prisoner. 
Feeliu.s this want in our public labors, we have sought to meet it 
by gtting tit tlie priioner in his confinement. Nut only has he 
found solace in poetry, but his heart has found relief from its 
hfmvy burlens in si>ng. A few specimens only have tieen given, 
I't want of Mom. Tlie reader will be especially delighted to find 
thai exriuisite piece, ' The Prisoner's Address to his Itfother/ set 
to music 

Biographical and Critical Noticm. — This part of the vol- 
ume has cost gr»it labor, not so much from the want of material, 
as from its abundance. We have endeavored to skstch the most 
exciting incidenu in the lives of those poets whose prMluaions 
we have given. The very (act that they were thrown into prison 
proves that tlwy must have talcen a large part in the world's his- 
tory. Of course this woric must be imperfect. Who, for in- 
stance, could faithfully condense into a few pages the thrilling 
events in tite stirring scenes through which Sir Walter Ralegh 
passed 1 And so of De Fue, and many others, whose names art 
familiar to every reader of history. We have done what w« 
could. Should the woric be kindly welcomed, even another col* 
lection may be expected. If not welcomed, we shall foel thai w% 
have iischargsd a sacred duty to the prisoner. 
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VOICES FROM PRISON 



PART I. 

DI8TINQUI8HED PRISONERS. 



POEMS BY JAMES MONTGOMERY/^ 

PLEASURES OF mPRISOOTIEXT : 

IN Tiro BPI8TLB8 TO A FBIBNO. 
EPISTLB I. 

You ask, my friend, and well yoa may, 
YdU ask me, how I spend the day ; 
I '11 tell you, in unstudied rhyme, 
How wisely I befool my time : 
Expect not wit, nor fancy, then, 
In this eflfasion of my pen ; 
These idle lines —they might be worse— 
Are simple prose, in simple verse. 

Each morning, then, at five oVluck, ' 
The adamantine doors unlock ; 
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Bolts, ban, and portals crash and thnadsr , 
The gates of iron burst asunder; 
Hinges that creak, and keys that jingle, 
With Qlattering chains, in concert min^ : 
flb'SWOD^Ih&diny yoor dainty ear^ 
For joy, woold break its drum to hear ; 
While my dull organs, at the sonnd, 
Best in tranqoiUit j pi^fooi^ ; 
Fantastic dreams amase my brain, 
And waft my spirit home again : 
Though captive, att day long, H is trae, 
At night 1 am as free as you ; 
Not ramparts high, nor dungeons deep^ 
Cail]w40;me^hiuri»4hiit as)e«p! 

Bat eiveqrtb»g Ia food in^^soi]^ 

I dream at large — and wake in prison. 

Yet think Ml, sir, I lie toe lalt, 

I rise as early ev^n as Qight : 

Ten hours of drowsiness are plenty. 

For any man, in four and twenty. 

You smile — and yet 't is nobly done, 

I 'm but five hours behind the sun! 

When dressed | to the yard repaiXi 
And breakfast on the pure, fresh air : 
But though this choice Castalian cheer 
Keeps both the head and stomach clear, 
For rqasoM Strong eq^Q^h wiA W^ 
I mend the m«il vitli tmfilmi M- 
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Now air and fame, as poets sing, 
Are both the same, the self-same thing; 
Vet bards are not chameleons qaite, 
And heavenly food is very light ; 
Who ever dined or supped on fame, 
And went to bed upon a name ? 

Breakfast dispatched, I sometimes read, 
To clear the vapors from my head ; 
For books are magic charms, I ween, 
Both for the crotchets and the spleen. 
>Vhen genius, wisdom, wit abound, 
Where sound is sense, and sense is sound | 
When art and nature both combine, 
And live, and breathe, in every line ; 
The reader glows along the page 
With all the author's native rage ; 
But books there are with nothing fraught, 
Ten thousand words, and ne'er a thought ; 
Where periods without period crawl, 
Like caterpillars on a wall, 
That fall to climb, and climb to fall ; 
While still their efibrts only tend 
To keep them from their journey's end. 
The readers yawn with pure vexation, 
And nod -^ but not with approbation. 
In such a fog of dulness lost, 
Poor Patience must give up the ghoM ; 
Kot Argus' eyes awake could keep, 
Even Death might read himself to tieipl 
2» 
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At half pMt toll, 0t thwatboMf 
My e3r«$ nx^ «U «poa tbe seirati 
To see t^ ItOAgi^g )|»efll-b^ wm^ 
With letters «r with iievs Siom hmM^ 
Beliere )!,«»•. ea^ve's mos4k 
Althoagh the duetrioe seem 9kaittAt 
The paper-messengers of friends 
Fcr tiiseiom alwost maJce amen^ : 
Bat if yon Uiink I jest or lie. 
Come to >r«rk Castle, sif« and try. 

Somettines to fairy land I rove : 
Those iroa rails become a grove ^ 
These stAte^ boildings fall away 
To moss-|prowQ cottages of clay ; 
Debtors are changed to jolly swaim^ 
Who pipe and whistle on the plows ; 
Yon felpns gnxaj with fetters bcnindf 
Are ^AyxB wild, with garlands crowned. 
Their clanking chains are wreaths offiamjifn | 
Their horrid cells aqibrosial bowers : 
The oaths, e;q)iring qn their tonguec^ 
Are metamorphosed into songs ; 
Whilie rwsetphed jfemale prisoners, lo ! 
Are riMkn'a AyiAphs of hrirgin snow. 
Those hidecms walls with yerdore q^iQPij 
These pillars bend with blnshing fxiUt ; 
That.dwD^ill swells into a moiuxti^m 
The pun^ j^Qoioesjpi puiilili^ ipiwtmi 
TkeaoiscanetfnQkBrOf Fondfir nulls- 
The circling air with fragrance iUi ; 
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This ibm^paki I9if»«dt iBft9 * l«^ 

And swans si isckt mid «mn *I mtilm» 

Sparrows are changed to tortle-doreS) 

HhAiiBetttftdiHio their fvetlf lov«B; 

Wagtails, tnnMd-thnHihes, eham the nkm, 

And tomtits si&g like nigiitlBigides. 

No more the wiod throag^ hcyto le s wIiMbBi 

But sighs o& MfaB «f pia^s Md Guides ; 

Tha {HUtiMig fiun, that beets 'wiiiKnit, 

And gurgles down the leaden spoat, 

In lig{|«, dettaiflas 4««r disttls. 

And m^tSiftWft^ in aaber iriUs ; 

Elysium rises QUithe green, 

And health and hevaty onum ^bBSoum 

Then by the enchantress Paac^ Jlftd^ 
On violet banks I lav my head^ 
Legions of fadiant forms ari^ 
In fair arra^, P^P^^ nf^xap eyes 5 
Poetic visions jp3d my brain. 
And melt in li<iaid sdr again 1 
As in ^ ^agic lantern clear 
Fantastic images app^, 
That, bet^nj: jQroTn the sjpectredj^Mp^ 
In beautiful succe^Qii pas^ 
Yet st^ the \^Tp of f^ieir li^bt 
From the deep sh^p^ Qf thp.mgb|t: 
Thus in the darkness of my head. 
Tea thousand shining things are bradi 
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That borrow splendor firom the gtoon, 
As glow-worms twinkle in a tomb. 

But lest these glories should oonfoand me. 
Kind Dulness draws her curtain round ne; 
The visions vanish in a trice. 
And I awake as cold as ice ; 
Nothing remains of all the vapor, 
Save — what I send you — ink and paper I 

Thus flow my morning hours along, 
Smooth as the numbers of my song ; 
Yet let me wander as I will, 
I feel I am a prisoner stiU. 
Thus Robin, with the blushing breast. 
Is ravished from his little nest 
By barbarous boys, who bind his leg, 
To make him flutter round a peg : 
See, the glad captive spreads his wings, 
Mounts, in a moment, mounts and sings. 
When suddenly the cruel chain 
Twitches him back to earth again. 
— The clock strikes one — I can't delay, 
For dinner comes but once a day ; 
At present, worthy friend, farewell ; 
But by to-morrow's post I Ml tell 
How, during these half dozen moons, 
I cheat the lazy afternoons. 



PLEASnmsS OF IMPRISONMSNT. 



BHSTLB a. 

In this sweet place, where freedom veisM 
Secured bj bolts and snug in chains ; 
Where innocence and guilt together 
Roost Hke two turtles of a feather ; 
Where debtors safe at anchor lie, 
From saucy duns and bailiffs sly ; 
Where highwaymen and robbers stout, 
Would, rather than break in, break out; 
Where all 's so guarded and rechise, 
That none his liberty can lose ; 
Here each may, as his means afford, 
Dine like a pauper or a lord, 
And those who cant the cost defray 
May live to dine ano&er day. 

Now let us ramble o'er the green, 
To see and hear what 's heard and seen ; 
To breathe die air, enjoy the light. 
And hail yon sun, who shines as brig^ 
Upon the dungeon and the gallows 
As on York Minster or Eew Palaee. 
And here let us the scene review : 
That 's the old castle, this the new; 
Tonder the felons walk, and there 
The lady-prisoners take the air; 
Behind are solitary cells, 
Where hermits live like snails in shells; 
There stands the chapel for good peqple ; 
That black bakony is the steeple; 
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How gayly spins the weather-cock ! 

How proudly shines ibe crazy clock ! 

A clock whose wheels eccentric run, 

More like my head than like the sun ; 

And yet it shows us, right or wrong, 

The days are only twelve hours long ; 

Though captives often reckon here 

Each day a month, each month a year. 

There honest William stands in slate. 

The porter, at the horrid gate ; 

Yet no ill-natured soiil is he, — 

Entrance to all the world is free ; 

One thing indeed is rather hard, 

Egress is frequently debarred ; 

Of all the joys within that reign, 

There ^s none like — getting out again ! 

Across the green, behold the court, 

Where jargop reigns and wigs resort ; 

Where bloody tongues fight bloodless battles. 

For life and death, for straws and rattles ; 

Where juries yawn their patience out, 

And judges dream, in spite-of gout. 

There, on the outside of the door, 

(As sang a wicked wag of yore,) 

Stands Mother Justice, tall and thin. 

Who never yet hath ventured in. 

The cause, my friend, may soon be shown, 

The lady was a stepping-stone, 

Till — though the metamorphose odd is — 

A chisel made the block a goddess : 
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•--"Odd!" did I say?— I'm wrong this time) 
But I was hampered for a rhyme : 
Justice at -^ I could tell yoa where— 

Is just the same as justice there. 

• 

But lo ! my frisking dog attends, 
The kindest of four-footed friends j 
Brim-tuU of giddiness and mirth. 
He is the prettiest fool on earth. 
The rogue is twice a squirrel's size, 
With short snub nose, and big black eyes i 
A cloud of brown adorns his tail. 
That curls and serves him for a sail ; 
The same deep auburn dyes his ears/ 
That never were abridged by rhears : 
While white around, as Lapland snows, 
His hair, in soU profusion, flows ; 
Waves on his breast and plumes his feet. 
With glossy fringe, like feathers fleet. 
A thousand antic tricks he plays, 
And looks at once a thousand ways -, 
His wit, if he has any, lies 
Somewhere between his tail and eyes ; 
Sooner the light those eyes will fail, 
Than BUly cease to wag his tail. 

And yet the fellow ne'er is safe 
From the tremendous beak of Ralph; 
A raven grim, in black and blue, 
As arch a knave as e'er yon knew ; 



And think» tfaeic walls hb owA donurfflart 
This wmg a mortal ttm to Bill i») 
They fight tihs Heolor and Adalkfe ; 
Bold Billy runs with all his might, 
And oonqnen, Parthian-like, in flight; 
While Ralph his own importance feels, 
And wages endless war with heels : 
Horses and dogs, and geese and deer. 
He slily pinches in the rear ; 
They start surprised with sudden pain^ 
Wliile honest Ralph sheers off again. 

A melancholy stag appears. 
With raefol lo(^ and flagging ears ; 
A feeble, lean, consVunptive elf. 
The very picture of myself I 
My ghost-like form and new-moon phiz 
A^ just the counterparts of his ; 
Blasted like me by fortune^s frown ; 
Like me twigs hunted, twice run down! 
Like me pursued, almost to death, 
He 's come to jail to save his breath ! 
Still, on his painful limbs are seen 
The scars where worrying dogs have beenJ 
Still, on his woe imprinted face, 
I weep a broken heart to trace. 
Daily the mdamUd "wretesh I liMd, 
With icMnbs of tKOftiblrt and of bread; 
Butmaa, AftieittMit «ow«llte.kn«ira^ 
He deeiM'flte sfifeiSiM Ml liift fiMtt t 
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InvaiBlgBKiielDscwtbe Idstary 
He will not| daie ant, cone too B«at f 
He lingers — looks -^cnd faui be wonii'^A^ 
Thed stMuns lus neck to mch tke fiaoA. 
QtttB kis ptaintive looln I see, 
A bMter's bowels yearn in me. 
What rocks and tempests yet await 
Botk hioi and me, we leave to Ibcte: 
We know, by past experience taagiity 
That iMiooence availel^ nooght : 
I feel, and 't is my proudest boast, 
That conscience is itself an host ; 
While Mi inspires my smelting bi^fliC^ 
Let all forsaike me — I 'm at rest ; 
Ten thousand deaths, in every nenre, 
I 'd rathttr smrraa than OKsxa^. 

But yonder oomes tkt victim's wlfli^ 
A dabbled doe, all Are and life : 
She trips along with gallant pace. 
Her limbs alert, her motion grace ; 
toft m iHm moonlight fairies bound, 
Het footsteps scarcely kiss the ground; 
Gently she lifts her fair brown head, 
And lieks my hand, and begs for bread : 
I pat her fbrehead, stroke her neck, k 

She starts and gives a timiid squeak ; 
Then, white her eye with brilliance bnnii- 
The fawning animal retumit ; 
PH^kM her bobtail, and waves her eifs; 
Aad kii^ter thftnil ^udea appttM : 
3 
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—Poor beast ! from fell amUtkm free, 

And ell the woes of libb&tt : 

Bom in a jail, a prisoner bred, 

No dreams of banting rack thine head; 

Ah ! mayst thoa never pass these bounds. 

To see the world — and feel the hoonds ! — 

Still all her beauty, all her art, 

Have failed to win her husband's heart ; 

Her lambent eyes, and lovely chest ; 

Her swan-white neck, and ermine breast ; 

Her taper legs, and spotty hide. 

So softly, delicately pied. 

In vain their fond allurements spread,— 

To love and joy her spouse is dead. 

But lo ! the evening shadows fall 
Broader and browner from the wall ; 
A warning voice, like curfew bell. 
Commands each captive to his cell ; 
My faithful dog and I retire. 
To play and chatter by the fire : , 
Soon comes the turnkey with " Good night, sir t " 
And bolts the door with all his might, sir : 
Then leisurely to bed I creep, 
And sometimes wake — and sometimes sleep. 
These are the joys that reign in prison. 
And if I 'm happy 't is with reason : 
Tet still this prospect o'er the rest 
Makes every blessing doubly blest ; 
That soon these pleasures will be vanished, 
And I from all these comforts banished. 
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MOONLIGHT. 

Gbntle moon ! a captive calls ; 

Gentle moon ! awake, arise ; 
Gild the sullen prison's walls ; 

Gild the tears that drown his eyes. 

Throw thy veil of clouds aside ; 

Let thc^e smiles that light the pole 
Through the liquid ether glide, — 

Glide into the. mourner's soul. 

Cheer his melancholy mind ; 

Soothe his sorrows, heal his smart ; 
Let thine influence, pui*e, refined, 

Ckx)! the fever of his heart. 

Chase despondency and care, 
Fiends that haunt the guilty breast ; 

Conscious virtue braves despair. 
Triumphs most when most oppress'd. 

Now 1 feel thy power benign 
Swell my bosom, thrill my veins ; 

As thy beams the brightest shine, 
When the deepest midnight reigns. 

Say, fiEiir shepherdess of night ! 

Who thy starry flock dost lead 
Unto rills of living light. 

On the blue ethereal mead, — 
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At tins moment dost tboa see, 

From tliLoe elevated sphere, 
Ooe kind friend who thinks of me, •» 

Thinks, and drops a feeling tear f 

On a brilliant beam convey 
This soft trtiisper to his brsast ; 

<Wipe that generous drop away, — 
He for whom it falls is blest.' 

* Blest with freedom nnconftned ; 

Dungeons eannot hold the soal : 
Who can chain the immortal mmd I 

None but he who spans the pule/ 

Fancy, too^ the nimble fhiry, 
With her subtle magic speH, 

In romantic visions airy 
Steals the captive from his cell. 

On her moonlight pinions borne, 
Far he flies from grief and pain ; 

Never, never to be torn 
From his friends and home again. 

Stay, thou dear delasion ! stay ; 

Beauteous bubble ! do not break ; 
Ah f the pageant flits away ; 

Who from suck a dream would wwUm t 
iUarcft 7, 1795. 



TO A KOBQff SEDBUU8T. |§ 

TO A KOBIN KEDBEEAST, 

WHO VISITS THE WINDOW OP MT PWSOK ITIET B4T. 

Welcome, prejty little stranger! 
Welcome to my lone retreat ! 
Here, secure from every danger, 
Hop about, and chirp, and eat. 
Robin! how I envy thee, 
Happy child of liberty ? 

Now, though tyrant Winter, howling, 

Shakes the world with tempests round, 
Heaven above with vapors scowling, 
Frost imprisons all the ground; 
Bobin ! what are these to thee f 
Thou art blessed with liberty. 

Though yon fair, majestic river* 

Mourns in solid icy chains ; 
Though yon flocks and cattle shiver 
On the desolated plains ; 

Bobin ! thou art gay and free, 
Happy in thy liberty I 

Hunger never shall distress thee. 

While my cates one crumb affoixi ; 
Colds jiOT cramps shall ne'er oppress thee ; 
Come and share my humble board. 
Bobin ! come and live with me, 
lave, yet still at liberty. 

*T1mO«im. 
3» 



Soon aball Spring, in smiles and U«dM% 

Stdnl vpMi the blooming year ; 
X>|i% no^ (he enamored b««be% 
Thy sweet song shall warble clear ; 
Then shall I too, joinM with tjief^ 
Swell the Hymn of Libeny. 

Shoald some nmgb, onfeeling Ddbbiiiy 

In this iron-bearted sge, 
Seize thee on thy nest, my Robin ! 
And confine thee in a ciige ; 

Then, pcxx prisoner, think of nif^ 
Think, and sigh for U^)erty. 
Mmory 2,' ;795. 



THE CAPTIVE NIGHTINGALE. 

NocTVBNAX. silence reigning, 

A nightingale began, 
In his cold cage, complaining 

Of emd-heaited man ; 
His drooping pinions shirer'dy 

Like wither'd moss so dry ; 
His heart with anguish quiver^ 

And soRow dimm'd bis eye. 

His giief in soothing sltiroberB 
Ho balmy poww coald steeps 

So sweetly tlow*d his nnrabersi 
The mosic seemed to. weep. 
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UoMing sons of FpUjr I 
To you tiie Mourner sung; 

While tender melancboly 
Inspired kis pl^miire tiQOgfMU 

<Now reigns ibe moon in splendpr 

Amid the heaven serene ; 
A thousand start attend her, 

And glitter round their queen j 
Sweet hours of inspiration ! 

Wbeh I, the still night long, 
Was wont to pour my passion, 

And breathe my sonl in song. 

'But noW| delieioDs season ! 

In ran thy eharms invits, 
Entombed in this dire prison, 

I sicken at the sight. 
This morn, this vernal momiagi 

The happiest bird was I 
That hailed the sun returning 

Or swam the liquid sky. 

»In yonder breezy bowers, 

Among the foliage greea, 
1 spent my tuneful hours 

In solitude serene ; 
There so(\ MeIodia*K beauty 

First fired my ravished eye j 
I vowed eternal duty, 

She looked half kind, half shy. 
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t My plumes with aidor trembliagy 

I flmter'd, fiigh'd, and sang ; 
The fair one still dissembling, 

Refused to trast my tongae; 
A thousand tricks inventing, 

A thousand arts I tried, 
Till the sweet nymph, relenting. 

Confessed herself my bride. 

'Deep in the grove retiring, 

To choose our secret seat, 
We foand an oak aspiring, 

Beneath whose mossy feet| 
Where the tall herbage swelling, 

Had formed a green alcove, 
We built our humble dwelling 

And hallowed it with love. 

< Sweet scene of vanished pleasure, 

This day, this fatal day, 
My little ones, my treasure, 

My spouse, were stolen away ! 
I saw the precious plunder, 

All in a napkin bound ; 
Then, smit with human thunder, 

I fluttered on the ground 1 

' man ! beneath whose vengeance 
All nature bleeding lies ! 

Who charged thine impious engines 
With lightning from the skies? 
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Dues It thine be«rt evdiain f 
As these cold bars environ, 
' And, captire, me detain I 

'WheTe are my ofliipring tendcrf 

Where is my widowed mate ? 
Thou (ruardian moon ! defend lierf 

Ve stars! avert their fate! 
Overwhelmed with killing angniKhf 

In iron cage fortorni 
I w*e my poor babes ianpruish! 

I hear their mother mourn ! 

' O Liberty ! inspire me, 

And eagle strength supfity! 
Thtiu Love almighty ! fire uiel 

] *ll liunst my phsoa — or diel' 
He sung, and forward botin«led, 

He broke the yielding dour ! 
But with the shock confounded. 

Fell, li^ess, on the floor I 

Farewell, then, Philomela : 

Poor warred bird I adieu i 
Th^ 's one, my ^harming fellow ! 

Who thinks, who feels, like yoa $ 
Th« kftffd that pens thy story, 

AflMdst a prison's i^oom, 
SiflMi^aot for wealth nor gtor|r-«^ 

But freeikn» «r tbf lamb I 
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SOLILOQUY 

Of A WATIX-WA&TAIL, ON TBS WALLS OT TQBK OARU. 

On the walls that g^aard my prison, 

Swelling irith fantastic pride, 
Brisk and merry as the season, 
I a feathered coxcomb spied ; 
When the little hopping elf 
Gajly thus amosed himself. 

< Hear your sovereign's proclamasion, 

All good subjects, young and old! 
I 'm the lord of the creation ; 
I — a water-wagtail bold ! 
All around, and all you see, 
All the world was made for me ! 

< Ycmder sun, so proudly shining, 

Rises when I leave my nest ; 
And, behind the hills declining. 
Sets, when I retire to rest ; 
Mom and evening, thus you see. 
Day and night, were made for me. 

t 

< Vernal gales to love invite me ; 

Summer sheds for me her beams, 
Autumn's jovial scenes delight me; 

Winter paves with ioe my straemi.- 
All the year is mine, you see ; 
fieaaotts change, like moons, fbr me. 
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'On the head of giant numntains, 

Or beneath the shady trees ; 
By the banks of warbling foantainiy 
I enjoy myself at ease : 
Hills and valleys, thus yoa see, 
Oroves and rivers, made for me! 

* Boundless are my vast dominions ; 

I can hop, or swim, or fly ; 
When I please, my towering pinions 
Trace my empire through the sky ; 
Air and elements, you see. 
Heaven and earth, were made for me! 

< Birds and insects, beasts and fishes, 

All their humble distance keep ; 
Han, subservient to my wishes, 

Sows the harvest which I reap ; 
Mighty man himself, you see. 
All that breathe, were made for me ! 

< T was for my accommodation 

Nature rose when I was bom ^ 
Should I die, the whole creation 

Back to nothing would return ; 
Sun, moon, stars, the world, you see, 
Spning — exist — will fall — with me ! * 

Here the pretty prattler ending, 
Spread his wings to soar away ; 

Bat a cruel hawk descending, 
Pounpidihxm up^ a halpleis fmf> 
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Coaldst tkoniMrtt pMT wagui4 M«> 

That the hawk was mada iiiT «hMl 



ODE TO TfiE EITENIKO STAtt, 

H«ft! resplendent Brening Star! 
Brightly beaming from afar; 
FaiMst gem, of purest light, 
In te diadem of night* 

Now thy «rild and modest my 
Lights to rest the weary day ; 
AVtrillfi the iQstre of thine eye 
Sweetly trembles though the skyi 
As the dosing diadows roll 
Deep atfd deeper round the pole, 
Lo! thy kindling legions bright 
Steal insensibly to light, 
Till, magnifioent and clear, 
Shines the spaxkgled heouiq^heft* 

In these calmly-pleasiag hoar% 
When the soul expands her powann 
And, on wings of contemplation, 
Ranges round the vast creation $ 
When tha mind's immortal «ye 
Bound% wilh laptore, to thastoyv 
And, in one tManphant glanefr- 
CttmMibMidi'tba widf ansDii^ 



ODB TO THE SVEMtKO STiLR. V 

Where stsrs, and sons, and systems sluBe, 
Faint beams of majesty diviiib ; — 
Now, when visionary sleep 
Lalb the world in slombers deep ; 
When silence, awfully profocuid, 
Breathes solemn inspiration round; 
Queen of beauty ! queen of stars ! 
Smile upon these frowning bars; 
Softly sliding from thy sphere, 
Condescend to visit here. 

In the circle of this cell 
Ko tormenting demons dwell ; 
Round these walls, in wild despair. 
No agonizing spectres glare ! 
Here reside no furies gaunt ; 
No tumultuous passions haunt ; 
Fell revenge, nor treachery base ; 
Guilt, with bold, unblushing face ; 
Pale remorse, within whose breast 
Scorpion horrors murder rest ; 
Coward malice, hatred dire ; 
Lawless rapine, dark desire ; 
Pining envy, frantic ire, 
Never, never dare intrude 
On this pensive solitude. 
But a sorely hunted deer 
Finds a sad asylum here ; 
One whose panting sides have been 
PiAieed vf}th many an arrow keen ; 
4 



38 T0ICE8 FBOM PBISOH, 

One whose deeply-wounded heait 
Bean the scan of many a dart. 
In the herd he Tainly mingled ; 
From the herd when harshly singled^ 
Too proud to fly he scorned to yield; 
Too weak to flght, he lost the field ; 
Assailed and captive, led away, 
He fell| a poor inglorious prey. 

Deign then, gentle Star, to shed 
Thy soft lustre round mine head ; 
With cheering radiance gild the room^ 
And melt the melancholy gloom. 
When I see thee from thy sphere, 
Trembling like a brilliant tear, 
Shed a sympathizing ray 
On the pale, expiring day. 
Then a welcome emanation 
Of reviving consolation, 
Swifter than the lightning's dart. 
Glances throfugh my glowing heart ; 
Soothes my sorrows, lulls my woes, 
In a soft, serene repose, 
Like the undulating motion 
Of the deep, majestic ocean. 
When the whispering billows glide 
Smooth along the tranquil tide ; 
Calmly thus prepared, resign'd, 
Swells the independent mind. 

But when through clouds thy beauteous U^t 
Streams, in splendor, on the night, 



ODE TO THE EVENING STitft. 39 

Hope, like thee, my leading star. 
Through the sallen gloom of care, 
Sheds an animating ray 
On the dark, bewildering way ; 
Starting, then, with sweet sui^nise, 
Tears of transport swell mine eyes ; 
Wildly through each throbbing v&n 
Rapture thrills with pleasing pain ; 
AU my fretful fears are banish'd ; 
All my dreams of anguish vanished ; 
Energy my soul inspires. 
And wsikes the muse's hallowed fires ^ 
Rich in melody, my tongue 
Warbles forth spontaneous song. 

Thus my prison moments gay 
Swiftly, sweetly glide away ; 
Till the last, long day declining, 
O'er yon tower thy glory shining 
Shall the welcome signal be , 
Of to-morrow's liberty ! 
Liberty, triumphant borne 
On' the rosy wings of mom, 
Liberty shall then return ! 

Rise, to set the captive free^ 
Rise, O sun of lib^y ! 
February 29, 1796. 



RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE OF 
MADAME GUYON » 



A LITTLE BIED I AM. 

A UTTLB bird I am, 

Shut from the fields of air ; 
And in my cage I sit and sing 

To Him who placed me there f 
Well pleased a prisoner to be, 
Because, my Godj it pleases Thee. 

Nought have I else to do ; 

I sing the whole day long , 
And He whom most I love to please 

Doth listen to my song ; 
He caught and bound my wandering wing^ 
But still he bends to hear me sing. 

Thou hast an ear to hear } 

A heart to love and bless : 
And, though my notes were e'er so mdfly 

Thou wouldst not hear the less. 
Because thou knowest, as they fall, 
ThAt love, sweet love, inspires them all. 



PBISOHS DO NOrr BlOLimB eoD. il 

My cage ocmfines me round i 

Abroad 1 cannot dy ; 
Bat, though my wing is cloeely bound, 

My heart 's at liberty. 
My prison waAls cannot control 
The flight, the freedom of the soul. 

Oh, it is good to soar 

These bolts and bars above, 
To Him, whose purpose I adore^ 

Whose providence I love; 
And in Thy mighty will to And 
The joy, the freedom of the mind. 



PRISONS DO NOT EXCLUDE GOD 

Sx&OHa are the waUs around me, 

That hold me ali the day ; 
But they who thus have bound me 

Cannot keep Ood away : 
My very dungeon walls are dear, 
Because the Grod I love is here. 

They know, who thus oppress me, 

'Tis hard to be alone ; 
But know not One can bless me, 

Who comes through bars and stone : 
Ho makes my dungeon's darkness bii|^ 
And fills my bosom with delight, 
4* 



Thy lore, God! lestoKs me 
From sighs and teus to praaw f 

And deep mj soil ednes Thee, 
Nor thinks of time or place : 

I ask no more^ in good or ill, 

Bat imifln with itiy holy will. 

'T is that which makes my tieMU^- 
'T is that whieh brings my gain ; 

ConYcrting woe to pleastre, 
And rea]Mng joy from pain. 

Oh, 't is eneagh, whatever befall, 

To know diat God is AU in JUl. 



GOI> KNOWN BY LOVING HIM. 

T IS not the skill ot hnman art 

Which giTtes me power my GoJ to know^ 
The sacred lessons of the heart 

Ck>me not from instra^ients below. 

Love is my teacher. He can tell 
The wonders that he learnt above. 

No other master knows so well ; — 
'T is Lore alone caa. tell of Lovs. 

Oh ! then, of God if thoa wonldst lear% 
His wisdom, goodness, glory see ; 

jn human arts and knowledge spom^ 
Let love alone Uiy teacher be;r 



THOU0BV8 09 OOD IN THB MIGHT. 41 

Love it mj master. When it breaks 
The momiDg light, with rising ray ) 

To thee, Qod! my spirit wakes, 
And Love instructs it all the day. 

And when the gleams of day retire^ 
And midnight spreads its dark controli 

Love's secret whispers still inspire 
Their holy lessons in the soul. 



THOUGHTS OP GOD IN THE NIGHT.* 

O NioBT ! propitious to my views, 
Thy sable awning wide diffuse ! 
Conceal alike my joy and pain, 
Nor draw thy curtain back again, 
Though morning, by the tears she shows, 
Seems to participate my woes. 

Ye Stars ! whose faint and feebfe fires 

Express my languishing desires, 

Whose slender beams pervade the skies 

As silent as my secret sighs, 

Those emanations of a soul 

That darts her fires beyond the pole ; — 

Tour rays, that scarce assist the sight. 
That pierce, but not displace the night, 

*Bxtneted and lightly attend fiom • k»cer potm^ 
lijr Oowptr< 
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That shine, indeed, bat nothing show 
Of all those Yarioos scenes below. 
Bring no distarbanoe, rather prove 
Incentives to a sacred love. 

Thou Moon ! whose never-£Bdling oonite 

Bespeaks a providential force, 

Go, tell the tidings of my flame 

To Him who caUs the stars by name ; 

Whose absence kills, whose presence cheers 

Who blots or brightens all my years. 

While, in the blue abyss of space, 
Thine orb performs its rapid race ; 
Still whisper in his listening ears 
The language of my sighs and tears ; 
Tell him I seek him far below, 
Lost in a wilderness of woe. 

Ye thought-composing, sQent honrs, 
Diffusing peace o'er all my powers ; 
Friends of the pensive ! who conceal, 
In darkest shades, the flames I feel ; 
To you I trust, and safely may, 
The love that wastes my strength away. 

How calm, amid the night, my mind ! 
How perfect is the peace I find ! 
Oh ! hush, be still, my every part, 
My tongue, my pulse, my beating heart t 
That love, aspiring to its cause. 
May suffer not a moment's pause. 



THB EIITIB6 8UBBBNIISB. 

Omniscient God ! whose notice deigns 
To try the heart and search the reins. 
Compassionate the nmneroos woes 
I dare to thee akme disclose ; 
Oh ! sare me from the cruel hands 
Of men who fear not thy commands! 

Lots, all-snbdning and divinei 
Care for a creature truly thine ; * 
Reign in a heart disposed to own 
No sovereign but thyself alone ; 
Cherish a bride who cannot rove, 
Nor quit thee for a meaner love. 



THE ENTIBE StJBRENDEB. 

Fbacb has unveiled her smiling face, 
And woos thy soul to her embrace ; — 
Enjoyed with ease, if thou refrain 
From selfish love, else sought in vain:— 
She dwells with all who truth prefer, 
But seeks not them who seek not her. 

Yield to the Lord, with simple heart, 
All that thou hast, and all thou art ; 
BenouDce all strength bat strength divine; 
And peace shall be forever thine ; 
Behold the path which I have trod. 
My path, tiU I go home to God, 



VOICES FROM PRISON. 



GLORY TO GOD ALONE. 

Ob Lotsd I bat not encmgh, though dearer fu 
Than self and its most lored enjoyments an : 
None duly loves thee, bat who, nobly free 
From sensaal objects, finds his all in Thee. 

Glory of God ! Thoa stranger here below. 
Whom man nor knows, nor feels a wish to know ; 
Oar faith and reason are both shocked to find 
Man in the poet of honor — Thee behind. 



My sool ! rest happy in thy low estate, 
Nor hope nor wish to be esteemed or great : 
To take the impression of a Will Divine, 
Be that thy glory, and those riches thine. 

Confess Him righteoas in His jost decrees, 
Love what He loves, and let His pleasares piaase; 
Dn DAiLT ; from the toach of sin recede ; 
Then thoa hast crowned Him, and He reigns indeed. 



THE SWALLOW. 

I AM fond of the swallow — I learn from her flight| 
Had I sldll to improve it, a lesson of love ; 
How seldom on earth do we see her alight ! 
She dweUs in the skies, she is ever above. 



i 



HAPPT SOLITUDE — UNHAPPY MEN. 47 

It is QD the wing tiiat she takes her repose. 
Suspended, and pois'd in the regions of air ; 
'T is not in oar fields that her sustenance grows, 
It is wing'd, like herself, 't is ethareal fare. 

She comes in the Spring, all the Summer she staysi 
And, dreading the cold, still follows the sun ; — 
So, true to our love, we should covet His rays, 
And the place where He shines not, immediately shun. 

Our light should be Love, and our nourishment 

prayer ; 
It is dangerous food that we find upon Earth ; 
The fruit of this world is beset with a snare. 
In itself it is hurtftil, as vile in its birth. 



Let us leave it ourselves, (H is a mortal abode,) 
To bask ev'ry moment in infinite Love ; 
Let us fly the dark winter, and follow the road 
That leads to the day-spring appearing above. 



HAPPY SOLITUDE —UNHAPPY MEN. 

Mt heart is easy, and my burden light ; 

I smile, though sad, when thou art in my sight ; 

The more my woes in secret I deplore, 

I taste thy goodness, and I love, the more. 

There, while a solemn stillness reigns around. 
Faith, Love, and Hope within my soul abound ; 



m TOI0B8 FROM PBIBON. 

And while tlM world sappose me lost iaoire, 
The joys of angels, nnperceiy'd, I share. 

Thy creatures wrong Thee, 61k thou acnr'reign Goodl 
Thon art not Ibved, because not understood : 
This grieves me most, that vain pursuits beguile 
Ungrateful men, regardless of thy smile. 

Frail beauty and false honor are adored ; 
While Thee they scorn, and trifle with thy WQid$ 
Pass, unconcerned, a Saviour's sorrows by, 
And hunt their ruin, with a zeal to die. 



QBATITUDE AND LOVE TO OOD. 

* • * • 

All selfish souls, whate'er they ftin, 

Have still a slavish lot ; 
They boast of Liberty in vain, 

Of Love, yet feel it not. 
He whose bosom glows with Thee, 
He, and he alone, is free. 

Oh blessedness, all bliss above, 
When thy pure fires prevail ! 

Love only teaches what is Love ; 
All other lessons fail : 

We learn its name, but not its pow«iB| 

Ejqicriettce only makes it ours. 



UYINe WATER. 49 



THE SOUL THAT LOVES GOD FINDS HIM 

EVERYWHERE. 

Oh ThoQ; by long experience tried, 
Near whom no grief can long abide ; 
My Lord ! how fall of sweet content 
I pass my years of banishment ! 

All scenes alike engaging prove, 
To souls impressed with sacred loye ; 
Where'er they dwell, they dwell in Thee \ 
In heaven, in earth, or on the sea. 

To me remains nor place nor Hme, 
My country is in every dime ; 
I can be calm and free from care 
On any shore, since God is there, 

Whik place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 
But with a God to guide our way, 
'Tis equal joy to go or stay. 



LIVING WATER. 

Tbb fountain in its source 
No drought of summer fears; 

The further it pursues its coarsOi 
The nobler it appears. 



n 



80 VOICES FROM PRISON. 

But shallow cisterns yield 
A scanty, short supply ; 

The morning sees them amply filled. 
The evening finds them dry. 



DIVINE LOVE ENDUEES NO EIVAL. 

# # * * 

'T is just that God should not be dear 
Where telf engrosses all the thought ; 
And groans and murmurs make it deaii 
Whatever else is loved, iht Lord is not. 

The love of God fiows just as much 
As that of ebbing Self subsides ; 
Our hearts, their scantmess is such, 
Bear not the conJUct of two rival tides. 

Both cannot govern in one soul : 
Then let self-love be dispossess'd ; 
The Love of God deserves the whole, 
And will not dwell with so despis'd a guest. 



THE JOY OF THE CROSS. 

Thb Cross ! Oh ravishment and bliss — 
How grateful e'en its anguish is I 
Its bitterness how sweet I 



THE JOY OF THE CROSS. !fl 

There eo'ry sense, and aU the mind, 
In ail her faculties refined, 
Tastes happiness complete. 



Self-love no grace in Sorrow sees, 
Consalts her own peculiar ease ; 

'T is all the bliss she knows : 
But nobler aims trae Love employ ; 
In self-denial is her joy, 

In suffering her repose. 

Sorrow and Love go side by side ; 
Nor height, nor depth, can e'er divide 

Their heaven-appointed bands ; 
Those dear associates still are one. 
Nor, till the race of Ufe is run. 

Disjoin their wedded hands. 

Jesus, avenger of our Fall, 
Thou faithful Lover, above all 

The Cross has ever borne ! 
Oh tell me, — Life is in thy voice, — 
How much afflictions were thy choice, 

And sloth and ease thy scorn. 

Thy choice and mine shall be the same ; 
Inspirer of that holy flame, 

Which must forever blaze ! 
To take the Cross and follow Thee 
Where love and duty lead, shall be 

My portion, and my praise. 



V0ICB8 FROM PKISON. 



THE ACQIHESCENCE OF PITRE LOTS. 

To me 't is equal, whether Love ordain 
My life or death, appoint me pain or ease ; 
My soul perceives no real ill in pain ; 
In ease or health no real Good she sees. 

One Good she covets, and that Good alone ; 
To choose Thy will, from selfish bias free, 
And to prefer a cottage to a throne. 
And grief to comfort, if it pleases Thee. 

That we should bear the Cross is thy command| 
Bie to the world, and live to self no more ; 
Suffer, unmoved, beneath the rudest hand, 
As pleas'd when shipwrecked as when safe on slum. 



SELF-DIFFIDENCE. 

* * # « 

SbIiF is earthly. Faith alone 
Makes an unseen world our own ; 
Faith relinquish'd, how we roam, 
Feel our way, and leave our home ! 
Spurious gems our hopes entice 
While we scorn the pearl of price j 
And, preferring servant's pay. 
Cast the children's bread away! 



LOTB mCSBASBD BY SUFPERDfe. fit 



SIMPLE TEUST. 

Still, still, without ceasing, 

I feel it, increasing 
This fervor of holy desire ; 

And often exclaim, 

Let me die in the flame 
Of a Love that can never expire ! 



This Faith in the dark, 

Pursuing its mark, 
Through many sharp trials of Love, 

Is the sorrowful waste 

That is to be passed 
In the way to the Canaan above. 



LOVE INCREASED BY SUFFERING. 

'I LOYX the Lord,* is still the strain 

This heart delights to sing; 
But I reply, < Your thoughts are vain, 

Perhaps H is no such thing.' 



Nor exile I, nor prison, fear ; 

Love makes my courage great ; 
I find a Saviour everywhere, 

His grace in every state. 
5* 



I 

I 



M ToioEs FBOM mwon* 

Nor castle walls, nor dungeons deep^ 
' Exclade bis qnick'ning beams ; 
Tbere I can sit, and sing, and weep^ 
And dwell on heavenly themes. 



LOVE CONSTITUTES MY CBIME. 

Love constitutes my crime ; 

For this they keep me here, 
Imprisoned thus so long a time 

For Him I hold so dear. 
And yet I am, as when I came, 
The subject of this holy flame. 

How T;an I better grow ! 

How from my own heart fly ! 
Those who imprison me should knoir 

True love can never die. 
Yea, tread and crush it with disdatB, 
And it will live and burn again. 

And am I then to blame ? 

He 's always in my sight ; 
And having once inspired the flamfl^ 

He always keeps it bright. 
For this they smite me and repiote^ 
Because I cannot cease to love. 



009^S OLORT AUD GOOSNfiSS. 

What pcrwer shall dim its fay, 
Propp'd baming from above ! 

Eternal Life shall ne*er decay ; 
Gk>d is the life of lore. 

And when its source of life is o'er, 

And only then, 't will shine no mon* 



GOD'S GLOBY AND GOODNESS * 

IHFixfiTB God ! Thou great unrivalled one ! 
Whose light eclipses that of yonder sun ; 
Compared with thine, how dim his beauty seems ! 
How quenched the radiance of his golden beams ! 

• 

O (Jod ! Thy creatures in one strain agree ; — 
All, in all times and places, speak of Thee ; 
Even I, with trembling heart and stammering tonga6| 
Attempt thy praise, and join the general song. 

Almighty Former of this Wondrous plan 
Faintly reflected in thine image, man ; 
Holy and just ! the greatness of who^e name 
Fills and supports this universal frame ! 

*In a work latdy ]>ubli8hed, the author supposes this subUiiM 
poem to hare been written at a period in the life of Madame Ouyon 
of which slie matces the following memorandum: — ComjMed 
thtu/ar on this the 22d of August, 1688. lam now forty yeari 
of a^e, and in prison ; a j^aw i&hieh I love and eherishf as t 
jtnd U sanctified by the Lord. — Life and Religious Opinions 
and Experience of MadaAie De La Mothe Ouyon, together with 
■ome account of Feoelon. By TBoitas C. Uphak. In two Tol* 
YoL ii., p. 60« Harper and Brothers, N. Y., 1847. 
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Difihsed throaghoat infinitude of space, 
Who art thyself thine own vast dweUing*plaoe | 
Sool of oar socd ! whom yet no sense of oon 
Discerns, eluding oar most active powers ; — 

Encircling shades attend thine awfol thione, 
That veil Thy face, and keep Thee still anknown ; 
Unknown, thoagh dwelling in oar inmost pan, 
Xx>rd of the thoughts, and Sovereign of the heart! 

Thoa art my bliss ! the light by which I move ! 
In thee, God ! dwells all that I can love. 
Where'er I tarn, I see thy power and grace. 
Which ever watch, and bless our heedless race. 

Oh ! then repeat the truth that never tires ; 
T^o Ood is like the Crod my soul desires ; 
He at whose voice heaven trembles, even he, 
Gnai as he is^ knows how to stoop to me. 

Vain pageantry and pomp of earth, adieu ! 
I have no wish, no memory, for you ! 
Sich in God's love, I feel my noblest pride 
Spring from the sense of having nought beside. 



POEMS BY WM. LLOYD GAfifiISON.<^> 



FREEDOM OF THE MIND. 

HioH walls and huge the body may confiae, 

And iron grates obstruct the prisoner's gaze, 
And massive bolts may baffle his design. 

And vigiiant keepers watch his devious ways ; 
Yet scorns th' immortal mind this base control ! 

No chains can bind it, and no cell enclose ; 
Swifter than light, it flies from pole to pole. 

And, in a flash, from earth to heaven it goes! 
It leaps from mount to mount — from vale to vale 

It wanders, plucking honeyed fruits and flowers ; 
It visits home, to hear the fireside tale, 

Or in sweet converse pass the joyous hoiurs. 
'Tis up before the sun, roaming afar. 
And, in its watches, weanes every star! 



PERSECUTION. 

Persecution ! Fearful as thou art, . 
With scowling brow, and aspect stem and rude. 
Thy hands in blood of Innocence imbrued, 

Wrung, drop by drop, from many a tortured heart. - 



58 VOICES FROM PBI80N. 

Why should we dread thy gibbet, axe, or stake? 
Thou dost our faith^ our hope, our courage try, 
And mak'st us raliant where we thought to fly : 
I'hrough thee, the crown of Victory we take. 
Thy fires but purify our gold from dross ; 
Once undiscemed, our value now appears, 
Which shall, at interest, increase with years ; 
So do we gain by thee, nor suffer loss : — 
'Twere base to sacrifice the Trttth, to save 
Our names from foul reproach, our bodies firom the 
grave. 



TRUE COUEAGE. 

I BOAST no courage on the battle-field, 

Where hostile troops immiz in horrid fray; 
For Love or Fame I can no weapon wield, 

With burning lust an enemy to slay : 
But test my spirit at the blazing stake 

For advocacy of the Riohts or Mak, 
And Tkuth — or on the wheel my body break ; 

Let Persecution place me 'neath its ban ; 
Insult, defame, proscribe my humble name ; 

Yea, put the dagger to my naked breast } 
If I recoil in terror from the flame. 

Or recreant prove when Peril rears its crest, 
To save a limb or shun the public scorn — 
Then write me down for aye, Weakest of woman 
bom! 



TO SLEEP. 69 



THE GUILTLESS PRISONER. 

Prisoner ! within these gloomy walls close pent — 

Guiltless of horrid crime or venial wrong— 
Bear nobly up against thy punishment, 

And in thy innocence be tall and strong ! 
Perchance thy fault was love to all mankind ; 

Thou didst oppose some vile, oppressive law; 
Or strive all human fetters to unbind ; 

Or wouldst not bear the implements of war : — 
What then ? Dost thou so soon repent the deed? 

A martyr's crown is richer than a king's ! 
Think it an honor with thy Lord to bleed, 

And glory midst intensest sufferings ! 
Though beat — imprisoned — put to open shame - 
Time shall embalm and magnify thy name ! 



TO SLEEP. 

AFTER ▲ night's INCARCERATION IN PRISON. 

T&ou art no fawning sycophant, sweet Sleep ! 

That tam'st away if Fortune rudely frown, 
X«eaving the stricken one alone to weep. 

And mourn his former opulent renown : 
O, no! but here — even to this desolate place — 

..Thou comest as 'twere a palace trimmed with 
gold, 

Its gorgeous pageants dazzling to behold : 



to VOICES FftOH FEISON. 

No priscm walls nor bolts can thee afiright — 
Where dweU^th Innocenoe, there thou art fonndl 

How pleasant, how sincere wast thoa last night I 
What blissful dreams my morning slumber 
crowned! 

Health-giving Sleep ! than mine a nobler verse 

Must to the world thy matchless worth rehearse. 



POEMS BY JOHN BUNTAN.^ 



!rH£ FILGBIM'S FBOGBESS. 

BXTBAOTS FROM THB FRBFAOB. 

WIbv at the fint I took my pen in hand 
Thus for to write, I did not understand 
That I at all shoold make a little book 
In suoh a mode ; nay, I had nndertook 
To make another ; which, when almost dont, 
fiefora I was aware I this began* 

» ■ # * ♦ 

Welly when I had thus put mine «ids togacher, 
I showed them others, that I might see whether 
They would condemn them, or them justify s 
And some said, Let them live ; some, Let them die ; 
Some said, John, print it ; others said, Not so^ 
Some said, It might do good ; others said, No. 

Now was I in a strait, and did not see 
Which was the best thing to be done by ma t 
At last I thought, Since ye are thus dividedf 
I print it will ; and so the case decided. 



0B TOIOMB FROM FEVOIf. 

Bark doods bring vaten when thfl bright 

none. 
Yea, dark or bright, if they their silver drops 
Caase to descend, the earth, by yielding crop% 
Oives praise to both, and carpeth not at eithcTi 
Bat treasures np the fruit they yield together; 
Tea, so commixes both, that in their fruit 
None can distinguish this from that ; they suit 
Her well when hungry ; but if she be full, 
She spews out both, and makes their blessing anlL 

You see the ways the fisherman doth take 
To catch the fish ; what engines doth he make ! 
Behold how he engageth all his wits ; 
Also his snares, lines, angles, hooks, and net»| 
Yet fish there be, that neither hook nor line, 
Nor anarer nor net, nor engine can make thliw: 
They must be groped for, and be tickled too. 
Or they will not be catched, whatever you do. 

How does the fowler seek to catch his guam 
By divers means ! all which one cannot name : 
• B[iB guns, his nets, his lime-twigs. light and bdl ; 
He creeps, he goes, he stands ; yea, who can tdi 
Of all his postures ? Yet there 's none of th« 
Will make him master of what fowls he pU 
Yea, he must pipe and whistle, to catch tkii, 
Yet if he does so, that bird he will miss. 
If that a pearl may in a toad's head dwell, 
And may be found too in an oyster-sheU ; 
If things that promise nothing do contain 
What better is thaa gold ; who will diadftia. 



That baye an inkling of it, there to look, 
That they may And it ? . Now my little book, 
(Though void of all these paintings that may nalBi 
It with this or the other man to take,) 
Is not without those things that do excel 
What do in brave, but empty notions dwell. 

< Well, yet I am not fully satisfied 
That this yonr book will stand when aoondly txM*' 

Why, what's the matter? <It is dark.' What 
though? 

< But it is feigned.' What of that? I trow 
Some men by feigned words, as dark as mine. 
Make truth to spangle, and its rays to shine. 

< But they want solidness.' Speak, man, thy mind. 
' They drown the weak ; metaphors make us blind*' 

* • * • 

This book it chalketh out before thine eyes 
The man that seeks the everlasting prize : 
It Shows you whence he comes, whither he goei^ 
What he leaves undone ; also what he does : 
Ir also shows you how he runs and nms 
Till he unto the gate of glory comes. 
It shows, too, who set out for life amain, 
Afr if the lasting crown they would obtain i 
Here also you may see the re&>n why 
They lose their labor, and like fools do die. 



M> ▼o«8 FBPM fumm^ 



m autboa's WAT or skhdzno fokis an 

FAST OF TIB FHABIM. 

Qo nowy my Uttle book, to every place 
Where my tot FUgrim has but ^own his fa^ ; 
Call at thei]^ door ; if any say, Who 's there ? 
Then answer thou, Christiana is here. 
If tlwf bid thee come in, then enter thou, 
With all thy boys ; and then, as thou knowest how, 
Ttoll who they are, also from whence they came : 
Perhaps they '11 know them by their looks or name ; 
Bat if they should not, ask them yet again, 
If formerly they did not entertain 
One Christian, a Pilgrim ? If they say 
They did, and were delighted in his way ; 
Then let them know, that these related weie 
Unto him ; yea, his wife and children are. 
• * • • 



FAITB. 

The trials that those men do meet wldiall, 
That are obedient to the hearenly call, 
Are manifold, and suited to the flesh. 
And come, and come, and come again aftesh | 
That now, or sometime else, we by them may 
fie taken, evercome, and cast away. 
let the pilgrims, let the pilgrims then, 
Be vigilant, and quit themselves like muen. 



rtuaa^B pbogbim. M 



niATBK ov MiBinr. 

Let the Most Blessed be my gnidfl^ 

If it be his blessed will, 
Unto his gate, into his fold, 
Up to his holy hill. 

And let Him never suffer me 

To swerve, or turn aside 
From his ijree grace and holy ways, 

Whatever shall me betide. 

And let Him gather them of mine 

That I have left behind ; 
Lord, make them pray they may be HtutM, 

With all their heart and mind. 



TBI XNTIBPHBTim. 

• 

This place hath been oar second stage : 

Here we have heard and seen 

Those good things, that from age to age 

To others hid have been. 

The dunghill-raker, spider, hen. 

The chicken, too, to me 
Have taught a lesson ; let me then 

Conformed to it be. 

The butcher, garden, and the field. 
The robin and his bait, 



66* TOIOtS FBOM F&moii. 

Alao the rotten tree, doth yield 
Me argument of weii^t, — 

To move me for to watch and pray, 
To strire to be sincere ; 

To take my cross np, day by day, 
And serve the Lord with fear. 



tnPBiBD sot's soho-, nr tbb valut or HvnuAnox. 

He that is down, needs fear no fall ; 

He that is low, no phde ; 
He that is humble ever shall 

H«y» Ood to be his guide. 

I am content with what I have, 

Little be it or much ; 
And, Lord, contentment still I crave, 

Because thou savest such. 

Fulness to such a burden is, 

That go on pilgrimage ; 
Here little, and hereafter bliss, 

Is best from age to age. 



christian's sono. 

The hill, though high, I covet to ascend; 

The difficulty will not me offend; 

For I perceive the way to U£| Ue» h4K»3 

Come pluck up heart, let 's neither ftint nor fear. 



Better, though difiemlt, the right way to go, 
Than wrong, tkongh mijf, when the end is woe. 



How Talkative at first lifts np his phimes ! 
How bravely doth he speak ! How he presumes 
To drive down all before him ! But so soon 
As Faithful talks of heart- work, like the moon 
That 's past the full, into the wane he goes ; 
And so will all but he that heart-work knows. 



Poor Little-Fedth! Hast been among the thieves? 
Wast robbed ? Remember this, whoso believes, 
And get more faith ; then shall your victors be 
Over ten thousand, else scarce over three. 



IftVO&iNCS. 

WeB, Ignorance, wilt thou yet fbdish be. 
To slight good counsel, ten times given theef 
And if thou yet refuse it, thou shalt know 
Ere long the evil of thy doing so. 

Btinmaber, man, in lime ; stop, do not fear ; 
Good counsel, taken well, saves; therefore haar^ 
But if thou yet shalt slight it, thou wilt be 
The loser. Ignorance, I '11 warrant thee. 



waoMtiAMA'u wan, 

JHessed be the day that I befUi 

A pilgriin for to be ; 
And blessed also be the man 

That thereto moved me. 

Tis trae, 'twas long ere I beyui 
To seek to live forever ; 

But now I run fast as I can : 
'Tis better late than never. 

Our tears to joy, our fears to fhitby 

Are tamed, as we see ; 
Thus oar beginning (aa one laith) 

Shows what oar end will be. 



HA.X1> TBZT8. 



Hard texts are nuts, (I will not call them cheaters,) 
Whose shells do keep their kernels from the eaters; 
Open the shells, and yon shall have the meat ; 
They here are broaght for yon to crack and eat. 



OLD HOmST's VIDDLB. 



A man there was, though some did connt him 
The more he cast away the more he had. 



FlLeRIM'S PRO0RSSS. Ot* 



OAIUS 07EKS XT. 



He who bestows hk goods upon the poor, 
Shall have as much again^ and ten times more. 



, obbat-beabt's riodlb. 

He that will kill, must first be overcome : 
Who live abroad would, first must die at home. 

THE KIDDLB OFBHED. 

He first by grace mast conquered be, 

That sin would mortify : 
Who that he lives would convince mei 

Unto himself must die. 



FEBBLB-mRD. 

What one would think doth seek to slay oatrif^t, 

Ofttimes delivers from the saddest plight. 

That very Providence whose face is death, 

Doth ofttimes to the lowly life bequeath. 

I taken was, he did escape and flee ; 

Hands crossed, gave death to him and life to me. 



VAUAHT. 



Who would true valor see, 
Let him come hither ; 



70 TOICKS FROM PftlBQIf. 

One here will constaat be, 

Come wind, come weatlier ; 
There 's no discooragement 
Shall make him once relent 
His first avowed intent 

To be a pilgrim. 

Whoeo beset him round 

With dismal stories, 
Do bnt themselves confound $ 

His strength the more is. 
No lion can him fright, 
He'll with a giant fight, 
. Bat he will have a right 

* To be a pilgrim. 

Hobgoblin nor foal fiend 
Can daant his spirit ; 

He knows he at the end 
Shall life inherit. 

Then fancies fly away, 

He '11 not fear what men say ; 

He 'U labor night and day 

To be a pilgrim. 



GOKCLUSION. 

Now, reader, 1 have told my dream to thee, 
See if thoa canst interpret it to me. 
Or to thyself, or neighbor ; bat take heed 
Of misinterpreting, for that, instead 



PILeBIM's PROCttBSS. 71 

« 

Of doing goody wiH bat thjself abase ; 

By misinterpreting, enl ensues. ^ 

Take heed ajso that thoa be not extreme 

In playing with the outside of my dream ; 

Nor let my figure or similitude 

Fat thee into a laiigfater, or a feud ; 

Leave this for boys and fools ; but as for thee, 

Do thou the substance of my matter see. 

Pat by the curtains, look within my rail, 

Turn up my metaphors, and do not fail ; 

There, if thou seest them, such things thou 'It ilnd 

As will be helpful to an honest mind. 

What of my dross thou findest there, be bold 

To throw away, but yet preserve the gold. 

What if my gold be wrapped np in ore ? 

None throws away the apple for the core. 

But if thoa shalt cast all away as vain, 

I know not but H will make me dream agaia. 
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THOUGHTS IN FBISON. ib) 

THB niFBisoinaOT. 

Mt friends are gone ! Harsh on its snilen hingift 

GraMs the dread door ; the massy bolts respond 

Tremendoos to the sorly keeper's toach. 

The dire keys elang, with movement duU and slow, 

While their behest the ponderous locks perforta; 

And fastened firm, the object of their care 

Is left to solitude — to sorrow left. 

But wherefore fastened? Oh, still stronger bonds 
Than bolts, or locks, or doors of molten brass, 
To solitude and sorrow would consign 
His anguished soul, and prison him, though frae ! 
For, whither should he fly, or where produce, 
In open day, and to the golden sun. 
His hapless head? whence every laurel torn, 
On his bald brow sits grinning Infamy ; 
And all in sportive triumph twines around 
The keen, the stinging adders of disgrace ! 

Yet what 's disgrace with man? or all the stingi 
Of pointed scorn ? What the tumultuous voioe 
Of emng multitudes ? Or what the shafts 
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Of keenMt -auilke ley^U'd from tiie how 

Of human inqaisitioii? if the Ood 

Who teows the heart, looks with eompiaoauQa doim 

Upon the scnigglmg yictim, and beholds 

Bepentaaee bursting from the earth-bent eye. 

And faith's red cross held eloseljr to the breast t 

Oh, Author of my being ! of my bliss 
Benefieent dispenser ! wondrous power, 
Whose eye, all-searching, through this dreary gloom 
Discerns the deepest secrets of the soul, 
Assist me ! With thy ray of light divine 
Illumine my dark thoughts ; upraise my low | 
And give me wisdom's guidance, while I strive 
Impartially to state the dread account. 
And call myself to trial! * # • 



rOBLIO PUHXSBMBirT. 

* ♦ ♦ Far worse than death 
That prison's entrance, whose idea chills 
With freezing horror all my curdling blood; 
Whose very name, stamping with infamy. 
Makes my soul frighted start, in fancy whirPd, 
And verging near to madness ! See, they ope 
Their icon jaws ! See the vast gates expand^ 
Gate after gate — and in an instant twang, 
Glflsed by their growling keepers ; when again, 
Mysterious powers 1 -^ O, when to ope on me f 
Mercy, sweet Heaven, support my faltering steps ! 
Support my sickening heart ! My full eyes swim ! 

7 
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O'er all my firaioe distils a cold, damp svaal! 
Hark — what a rattling din ^ on every side 
The eongregated chains clank firightfol ; thnufi 
Tomultaoos press around, to view, to gaze 
Upon the wretched stranger ; scarce believed 
Other than visitor within such walls, 
With mercy and with freedom in his hands. 
Alas, how changed! Sons of confinement, see 
No pitjring deliverer, bat a wretch 
O'erwhelm'd with misery, more hapless far 
Than the most haj^ess 'mongst ye ; loaded hard 
With guilt's oppressive irons ! His are chains 
No time can loosen and no hand unbind : 
Fetters which gore the soul. 0, horror, horror ! 
Ye massive bolts give way : ye sullen doors, 
Ah, open quick, and from this clamorous rout, 
Close in my dismal, lone, allotted room 
Shroud me; — forever shroud from human sight, 
And make it, if H is possible, my grave ' 



MIDNIOHT BBLL AMVOUNCINO THE HOUR OF DEFA&TOBB 
TO THE COIIDBICNSD CRDOHAL. 

But, hark ! what sound, wounding the night's dnU 
ear! 
Bursts sudden on my sense, and makes more h<mnldft 
These midnight horrors ? — 'T is the solemn beQ, 
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Alarum to the prisoners of death ! * 
Hark ! what a groan, responsive from the ceUa 
Of eoDdemnation, calls npon my heart, 
My thrilling heart, for intercession strong, 
And pleadings in the sufferer's behalf — ^ 
My fellow'snfferers, and my fellow-men ! 



FBOMISCUOnS CONFIKEMENT. 

Oh, for a moment's pause, — a moment's rest, 
To calm my hurried spirits ! to recall 
Reflection's staggering pilot to the helm, 
And still the maddening whirlwind in my soul! 
— It cannot be ! The din increases round : 
Rough voice^rafe discordant ; dreadful shrieks -, 
Hoarse imprecations dare the Thunderer's ire, 
And call down swift damnation ! thousand chains 
In dismal notes clink, mirthful ! Roaring bursts 
Of loud obstreperous laughter, and strange choirs 
Of gutturals, dissonant and rueful, vex 
£'en the dull ear of midnight ! Neither rest, 
Nor peaceful calm, nor silence of the mind, 
Refreshment sweet, nor interval or pause 
From mom to evQ, from eve to mom, is found 
Amidst the surges of this troubled sea ! 



*Thia aUadea to a verr striking and awful circumatance. The 
bellman of Su Seoutohrai**, near the prison, is, by long and ploin 
custom, appointaa to announce at midnight to the condemnid 
criminals in their cells, That the how of their departure ie at 

- 1/ 
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IMMOBAUTT OF FU80H8. 

Oh, my TBck'd brain ! — Oh, my distracted 
The tumult thickens : wild disorder grows 
More painfally confused ! — And can it be ? 
Is this the manskm — this the house ordatn'd 
For recollection's solemn purpose ! — this 
The place from whence full many a flitting soul 
(The work of deep repentance — mighty work, 
Still, still to be performed) must mount to God, 
And give its dread account ! Is this the place 
Ordain'd by justice, to confine awhile 
The foe to civil order, and retam 
Reform'd and moralized to social life! 
This den of drear confusion, wild uproar, 
Of mingled riot and unbloshmg vic|! 
This school of infamy ! from whence, tliproved 
In every hardy villany, returns 
More harden'd, more a foe to God and man, 
The miscreant, nursed in its infectious lap, 
All covert with its pestilential spots. 
And breathing death and poison wheresoever 
He stalks contagious ! from the lion*s den 
A lion more ferocious as confined ! 



FERAL LAWS. 

Why do we punish ? Why do penal laws 
Ck)ercive, by tremendous sanctions bind 
Ofiending mortals ? -r- Justice on her throne 
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Rigid on this hand to example pointB $ 
More mild to reformation npon that : 
—She balances, and finds no ends bat these. 



Q'm stncios. 

The TWBes subjoined wete written by the King of PnMte, alter 
B defeat, when one of his general officers had proposed lo aet him 
the example of aalf-destmctionk. 

Dans ces jottrsj pleins d'alarmes 
La Constance et la fermetS 
Sont les boncliers et les armes 
Que j'oppose k Padversit^ : 

One le Pestin me pers^ute 
Qa'il prepare ou hite ma chute, 

Le danger ne peat m'^ranler ) 
Qaand le valgaire est plein de crainte^ 
Qae Pesperance simple ^teinte, 

L'homme fort doit le signaler. 

A friend liaying given Dr. Dodd in prison a copy of these Unas, 
he was much pleased with them, sad immediately paiapliiaaad 
aa follows: 

In these sad moments of severe distress, 
When dangers threaten and when sorrows press, 
For my defence, behold what arms are given — 
Firmness of soal, and confidence in Heaven! 
With these, though fortune hunt me through the landi 
Thoagh instant utter ruin seem at hand, 

7* 
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Composed anA lMtf«oHtotoA I nEUdB) 

Nor start at petil» iior «f ilh Mmplaia. 

To mean despair f h« loir, the settUe Hf, 

When Hope's bright star seems darkened in their fikf : 

Then shines the Cfaristiany and delights to prore 

His &ith unshaken^ and onchanged his love ! 



THB ADlfOHITIOIf. 

Afflicted prisoner, n^hosoe'er thoa art, 
To this lone room unhappily confined, 

Be thy first business here to search thy heart, 
And probe the deep coimptions of thy mind ! 

Struck with the fool transgressions thou hasi wrooi^ 
With sin — the source of all thy worldly woe ; 

To shame, to sorrow, to conviction brou^t, 
Oh, faU before the throne of mercy low. 

With true repentance pdur thy soul in prayer, 
And fervent plead the Saviour's cleansing blood; 

Faith's ardent cry will pierce the Father's ear, 
And Christ 's a plea which cannot be withstood t 



Bspecudly of the CharitdbU Sodeties, on their sofieUude^ 

Ah, my loved friends f why all this care for one 
.To life so lost, so totally undone ? 
Whose meat and drink are only bitter tears, 
Nights pass'd in sorrow, mominge waked to cares f 
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Whose deep offence site heary on his sool. 
And thoughts self-tortaring in deep tamnlt lotti 

Ck>ald yoO) by all your labors so humane, 
From this dread prison his deliverance gain ; 
Could you, by kind exertions of your love^ . 
To generous pardon royal mercy move, 
Where should he fly ! where hide his wretched head^ 
With shame so cover'd, so to honor dead ! 

Spare then the task, and^ as he longs to die^ 
Set free the captive, -^ let his spirit fly, 
Enlarged and happy, to his native sl^ ! 
Not doubting mercy from his grace to find. 
Who bled upon the cross for all mankind. 

But if it must not be, — if Heaven's high wiU 
Ordains him yet a duty to fulfil, 
Oh, may each breath, while Qod that breath shall 

spare^ 
Be yours in gratitude, be Heaven's in prayer ! 
Deep as his sin, and low as his ofience. 
High be his rise through humblest penitence ! 

While, life or death, mankind at least shall learn 
From his sad story and your kind concern. 
That works of mercy, and a zeal to prove 
By sympathetic aid the heart of love. 
On earth itself a sure reward obtain : 
Nor e'er fiUl pity's kindly drops in vain ! 

I live a proof! and dying, round my urn 
AfiSiction's family will crowd and moun^: 
* Heie rests our friend,' if, weeping o'er my gni?e^ 
They cry, 't is all the epitaph I crave. 
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TfeB wife's TISIT TO HIE OOlTDBiaiXD BimAldl. 

Bat, that shriek — 
Thrilling with dread — whence is it ? *T\8 the toux 
Of female misery, barstin^ throngh the crowd 
To the lone dangeon ; view that lovely form,* 
Beck'd in the neatest white, — yet not so white 
And wan as her wild ^isage : 'Keep me not,' 
Raving, she cries, ' keep me not, cruel, from him ! 
He dies this mom ; I know it ; he 's condemned ; 
The dreadfal jadge has done it ! He must die, 
My husband ! and I 'm come, clad in my best. 
To go and suffer with him ! I have brought 
Sweet flowers to cheer him and to str^w his corse. 
Pale, pale and speechless lies it! — Husband, come! 
The little infant, fruit of our glad loves, 
Smiled on me, as with parting breath I bless'd 
And kissed the dear babe for thee ! 'T is but 3roang! 
'T is tender yet j — seven days is young in life ; 
Angels will guard my little innocent : 
They '11 feed it, though thou couldst not find it food ; 
And its poor mother too ! And so thou diest! 
For me and it thou diest ! But not alone ; 
Thou shalt not go alone ; I will die with thee ; 
Sweet mercy be upon us ! Hence, hence, hence ! * 



* This alludes to a mifieraUo catastrophe, which happemd ban 
OD the morniDg: of a late execution. The poor young woman who 
came to visit her husband had htin-in but seven days. As oodn 
as the husband^s fetters were knocked off, be stepped anda, and 
cut his throat in a dismal manner, but not quite sufflcieaUjr to 
finish his existence ; and, in that shocking state, pdd his dsot at 
the destined price. 
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Impetaoos then her white arms rotand hit iiiek 
She threw, and with deep groans woald pierce a loek, 
Sank fainting. O, the husband's, fiuher's pangi. 
Stopping all ntterance ! Up to Heaven he roU'd 
His frantic eyes ; and staring wildly round 
In desperation's madness, to his heart 
Drove the destructive steel! ♦ ♦ # 



rtmisaxEiiT or dbath. 

Should not equal laws 
Their punishments proportionate to crimes ;* 
l^otf ail Draconic, e'en to blood pursue 
Vindictive, where the venial poor ofience 
Cries loud ibr mercy ? Death 's the last desnand 
Law can exact : the penalty extreme 
Of human crime ! and shall the petty thief 
Succumb beneath its terrors, when no more 
Fays the bold murderer, crimson'd o'er with guilt t 

Few are the crimes against or God or man, 
— (Consult the eternal code of right or wrong, — « 
Which e'er can jostify this last extreme,f 



4i Horace's precept must forever stand forth as irrefiaffiUj 
just: 

'Adsit 

Regular ! peccatia qua pcenas irroget aquas 
Ne Scutica dignum horribili aedtere flagello.' 

Sat. 3, Lib. 1. 

- t'He had sometimes expressed his thoughts about our penal 
laws, tlntihejr were too sanguinary; that they were a^inst not 
Mly tiM laws of Ood, but of nature; that his own case was hard, 
thai ha should die ior an act which ha alivay« dsclacid to ht 
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This wajiloii sporting with the homaa life, 
This trade in blood. Ye sages, then, review, 
Speedy and diligent, the penal code, 
Humanity's disgrace ; our nation's first 
And just reproach, amidst its vaunted boasts 
Of equity and mercy : —Shiver not 
Full oft your inmost souls, when from the bench 
Ye deal out death tremendoas ; and proclaim 
The irrevocable sentence on a wretch 
Pluck'd early from the paths of social life. 
And immature, to the low grave consigned 
For misdemeanors trivial ? Runs not back. 
Affrighted, to its fountain, your chill'd blood, 
When deck'd in all the horrid pomp of death, 
And Grothic rage surpassing, to the flames 
The weaker sex — incredible — you doom ; 
Denouncing punishments the more severe. 
As less of strength is found to bear their force : 
Shame on the savage practice ! Oh, stand forth 
In the great cause, — Compassion's, Equity's, 
Your Nation's, Truth's, Religion's, Honor's cause! 



ADDRESS TO THE DfilTT. 

Ood of the world, at length thy rule I own ; 
And prostrate fall before thy boundless throne ; 

wrong, but by which be never intended to ipjure any one indiTid- 
ual ; and that, as the public had forgiven him, he thought he might 
have been pardoned. But now (the dav before his execution) ha 
laid all these thoughts, touching himself, aside, though be contin* 
uad to thinlc in the same manner of the penal laws to his end' — 
tBaa tte OrdfniurT'i Account. 
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The power resistless, trembling I ccmftss ; 
In threatenings awfiil, bat in love no less ! 

Oh, what a blessing has that loye assigned, 
By penitence to heal the woanded mind! 
By penitence to sinners, who, like me, 
More than the unnnmber'd sands that shore the sea; 
My crimes acknowledge ; which, of crimson dye. 
In all their scarlet honors meet my eye ! 

* * * • 

Friend of the contrite, Thou wilt pardon giye ; 
A monument of mercy I shall live ! 
And worthless as I am, forever prove, 
That true repentance leads to saving love ! 
That true repentance tnnes to praise the heart, 
And in the choir of heaven shall bear an ample 
part!'* 

Thus, by affliction's deep correction taught, 
Manasseh to the Lord for mercy sought : 
By the kind chastening of a Father's rod. 
Brought to the knowledge of himself and God : 
Happy affliction, for such knowledge given ; 
And bless'd the dungeon which led thus to heaven ! 



RBFLECTiOMs. — (Unfinished.) 

Here, secluse from worldly pleasure, 

In this doleful place confined, 
Ck>me, and let 's improve the leisure ; 

Meditate, my thoughtful mind ! 

I 

*8m Prayer of Mina«»h, in the ApocrjplHL iMct to tlM ftm 
book of MaccaboM ; mnd compftra 2 Chroo. zxzltt. 91, Jbe. 



Sool •!&» tud body atMxing, 
How hare I the oat forfot! 

"While for the other only eariag; 
Lo! ay ininftr»Me lot ! 

Yet the one I so much fthffriwh, 
Doomed to death when giTCft to lift. 

Soon, periiaps, most sink and pefish, 
Post to dost — most end the strife ! 

From a tedious tonr returning^ 

Into distant foreign land, 
How my anxious heart is burning 

News of home to understand ! 



POEMS BT SIR WALTER RALEOH.^ 



THE LIE. 

Written wkUe under Sentence of DeaA. 

Go, soul, the Body's gaest, 

Upon a thankless errand ; 
Fear not to touch the Best ; 
The truth shall be thy warrant. 
Go, since I needs must die, 
And give them all the lie. 

Go, tell the Court it glows, 

And shines like painted wood ; 
Go, tell the Church it shows 
What 's good, but does no good. 
If Court and Church reply, 
Give Court and Church the lie. 

Tell Potentates, they live 

Acting, but oh! their actions 
Not loy'd, unless they give ; 
Nor strong, but by their factiona. 
If Potentates reply, 
GKTe Potentates the lie. 
8 . 
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TeU men of high oonditUm, 

That rule affairs of state, 

Their purpose is ambition ; 

Their practice only hate. 

And if they do reply, 

Then give them all the lie. 

Tell those that brave it most, 

They beg for more by spending, 
Who in their greatest cost 
Seek nothing bat commending. 
And if they make reply, 
Spare not to give the lie. 

Tell Zeal it lacks devotion ; 
Tell Love it is but last j 
Tell Time it is but motion ; 
Tell Flesh it is but dust : 
And wish them not reply. 
For thou must give the Ue. 

TeU Age it daily wasteth, 

Tell Honor how it alters ; 
Tell Beauty that it blasteth ; 
Tell Favor that she falters : 
And as they do reply, 
Give every one the lie. 

Tell Wit how much it wrangles 
In fickle points of niceness ; 

Tell Wisdom she entangles 
Herself in over-wiseness : 



^ 



THE UE. ST 

And if they do reply, 
Then give them both the lie. 

Tell Fhysic of her boldness ; 
Tell Skill it is pretension ; 
Tell Charity of coldness ; 
Tell how it is contention : 
And if they yield reply, 
Then give them still the lie. 

Tell Fortune of her blindness ; 

Tell Natare of decay ; 
Tell Friendship of unkindness; 
Tell Justice of delay : 
And if they do leply, 
Then give them all the lie. 

Tell Arts they hare no soundness. 

But vary by esteeming; 
Tell Schools they lack profoundness. 
And stand too much on seeming. 
If Arts and Schools reply, 
Oive Arts and Schools the lie. 

Tell Faith it 's fled the city ; 

Tell how the Country erreth ; 
Tell Manhood, shakes off* pity ; 
Tell Virtue, least preferreth. 
And if they do reply, 
Spare not to give the lie. 
8* 
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So when thou hftst, M I 

Oommaaded thee, done blabbing ; 
Although to give the lie 
Deserves no less than stabbing ; 
Yet stab at me who will. 
No stab the sool can kill ! 



TRUST IN GOD .♦ 

Etik sneh is time, that takes on trust 

Our youth, oar joys, oar all we have, 
And pajrs tts bat with age and dust } 
Who in the dark and silent grave. 
When we have wandered all oar ways, 
Shats up the story of oar dajrs ! 
Bat from this earth, this grave, this dost. 
My God shall raise me up, I trust. 



ON THE SNUFF OF A CANDLE. 
WrUten the Night before he died. 

CowABDs fear to die ; but Courage stout 
Rather than live in snuff, will be put out. 

^^In aome copies thus entitled, ' Verses said to bava bem found 
in his Bible in the date-house at Westminster.' Archbishop SB^ 
croft, who has transcribed the lines, calls them his * epitaph nnde 
by himsdf, and giyen to one of his daughters the aigfit belbn bis 
■niftrliig.' 



8ELECK OSBORN/ 



THE RUINS. 

I '▼B seen in twilight's pensive hoar, 

The moss-clad dome^ the mouldering tower, 

In awful ruin stand ; 
That dome, where grateful voices sung, 
That tower, whose chiming music rung 

Majestically grand ! 

I We seen, 'mid sculptured pride, the tomb 
Where heroes slept, in sileut gloom. 

Unconscious of their fame ; 
Those who, with laurel'd honors crowned, 
Among their foes spread terror round. 

And gained — an empty name ! 

I We seen, in death's dark palace laid, 
The ruins of a beauteous maid. 

Cadaverous and pale ! 
That maiden, who, while life remained, 
0*er rival charms in triumph reign'd 

The mistress of the vale. 

*A nattve of Connecticut. He conducted a newipapar in 
Xitehflald, Connecticut, about 1806 or 1808, and waa impnaoned 
in that place for a publication, which, under the InAuanoeof part/ 
•acHanent, waa declared to be UbaUous. 

8* 
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I 'to seen where dungeon damps abide, 
A foath, admired in manhood's pridei 

In morbid fancy rave : 
He, whft in Bcason's happier day. 
Was virtuoQs, witty) nobly gay, 

Leam'd, generous and brave. 

Nor dome, nor tower, in twilight shade 
Nor hero Allien, nor beauteous maid, 

To ruin all consigned — 
Can with such pathos touch my brtaat 
As ^ the maniac's form impress'd) 

The ruins, of the mind* 



WIILIAM RAT/ 



TRIPOLI. 

Vx lurid domes ! whose tottering columns stand) 

Marks of the despot's desolating hand : 

Whose weed-grown roofs and mouldering fljfdies 

show 
The curse of tyranny, a nation's woe ; 
In every ruin — every pile I find 
A warning lesson to a thoughtful mind. 
Your gloomy cells expressive silence break^ 
Echo to groans, and eloquently speak ; 
* The Christian's blood cements the stones he rears ] 
This clay was moisten'd with a Christian's tears ; 
Pale as these walls, a prisoner oft has lain, 
Felt the keen scourge and worn the ruthless chain * 
While scoMng foes increasing tortures pour. 
Till the poor victim feels, alas ! no more ! ' 
Here thy brave tars, America, are found 
Lock'd in foul prisons and in fetters bound. 
Heavens! what sad times? must free Columbians 

bow 
Before yon tinsel tyrant's murky, musky brow ? 

* WxLLXAK Rat wtt the author of MVanI pIsMtiif piasis, om 
of which stand* in Ballou'a and Streeter'a coUectiop of hirinn«, 
comoMnchig thus— 'Thou art Almighty Lord of all' In 1803 ho 
Was captured by the TotJeb, on boanfof tho Unitod Staiea IMgito 
Philadelphia, and taken to Tripoli^ and kept much of the time In 
a loathsome prieon. 
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Cringe to a power which death and rapine crown, f 
Smile at a smile, and tremble at a £cown ? 
Kneel at a throne, its clemency implore, 
Enrich'd by spoils, and stained with homan gore ? 
Bear the sharp lash, the ponderous load sustain. 
Suppress their anger, and revenge restrain ? 
Leave a free clime, explore the treacherous waves. 
The sport of miscreants and the slave of slaves ? 
Heavens ! at the sight each patriot bosom glows 
With virtuous hatred on its country's foes ; 
At every blow indignant psissioas rise, 
And vengeance flashes from resentful eyes. 
But Heaven is just, though man's bewildered mind 
To the dark ways of Providence is blind ; 
Else why are some ordained above the rest. 
Or villains treated better than the best ? 
Why, majtyr'd virtue, hang thy injured head ? 
Why lived an Arnold while a Warren bled ? 
Earth's murderers triumph, proud oppressors reign, 
While patriots bleed, and captives sigh in vain ? 
Yet slumbering justice soon shall wake and show 
Her sword, unsheath'd, and vengeance wing the 

blow: 
Columbia's genius, glorious as the sun, 
With thy blest shade, immortal Washington ! 
Unite to guard us from nefarious foes, 
And Heaven defend, and angels interpose. 
Devoted tyrants cause just wrath to feel. 
Make Beys and Bashaws in submission kneel : 
Man's equal right, sweet liberty, restore, 
And despotism crush, to rise no more. 



POEMS BY PLACIDO. 



PRAYER. 
J^nm the Spadsh of Pladdo. 

BT MABU WESTON CHAPMAN. <^-> 

Bsma of infinite goodness ! Grod Almighty ! 

I hasten in mine agony to Thee ! 

Rending the hateful veil of calumny, 
Stretch forth thine arm omnipotent in pity ; 
Efface this ignominy fh>m my brow 
Wherewith the world is fain to brand it now ; 

Oh King of kings ! thoa Ood of my forefiuhent 
My Ood ! thou only my defence shall be, 
Who gav'st her riches to the shadowed sea; 
From whom the North her frosty treasure gsthersy^- 
Of heavenly light and solar flame the giver, 
Life to the leaves, and motion to the rirer. 

Thou canst do all things, what thy will doth cherish| 

Revives to being at thy sacred voice. 

Without Thee all is nought, and at thy choiee 
In fathomless eternity must perish. 
Yet e'en that nothingness thy will obeyed, 
When cf its roid humeaity was made. 
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Meictftil God ! I can deceive Thee never, 
Since as through ether's bright transparency, 
Eternal wisdom still my soul can see 
Through every earthly lineament forever, 
Forbid it, then, that Innocence should stand, 
Humbled, while Slander clasps her impious hand. 

But if the lot thy sovereign power shall raeasoze 
Must be to perish as a wretch accursed, 
And men shall trample over my cold dust, — 

The corse outraging with malignant pleasure, 

Speak and recall my being at thy nod ! 

Accomplish in me all thy will, my God! 



LIBEETY. 

0, Libbrtt! I wait for thee 
To break this chain and dungeon-bar, 

I hear thy spirit calling me. 
Deep in the frozen north afar, 
With voice like Grod's, and visage like a star. 

Long cradled by the mountain wind, 
Thy mate the eagle and the storm, 

Arise ! and from thy brow unbind 
The wreath that gives it starry form, 
And smite the strength that would thy strength deftniL 

Yet, Liberty ! thy dawning light. 
Obscured by dungeon bars, shall cast 

A splendor on the breaking night. 
And tyrants, flying pale and fast. 
Shall tremble at thy gaze, and stand aghast ! 
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MORE REFORMATION. 

A SATIRE UPON HIMSELF. 

By ihe Author of the True Bom EngUshmmi. 

EFFECTS OF SATIRE. 

He that in satire dips his angry pen, 
To lash the manners and the crimes of men, 
Pretends to bring their vices on the stage. 
And draw the proper picture of the age, 
If he be mortal, if he be a man, 
They '11 make a devil of him if they can. 
The meanest slip shall in a glass be shown, 
That by his faults they may excuse their own : 
So guided by their passions, pride, or fate. 
That they who should reform, recriminate : 
And he that first reforms a vicious town, 
Prevents their ruin, but completes his own ; 
For if he was an angel from on high, 
He cannot escape the general infamy : 
They who resolve they never will amend 
Assaalt him first, their vices to defend ; 
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And when his lines may happen to oonvinoe, 
They miss the passions, tho' they touch the 
By secret pride, of which we all partake, 
We '11 hate the doctrine for the teacher's sake : 
Scorn the instruction, or with high disdain, 
Tho' we receive the hint, abuse the man, 
As school boys, when corrected for a fank, 
Like what they learn, but hate the man that taught. 



SHAKl. 

Shame, pride^s young sister, and herself a Ticei 
Prompts nature next repentance to despise ; 
She talks of hoDor, scandal of the timesj, 
Blo&hes at reformation, not at crimes. 
Men must be ricious, when they have begun, 
The scandal oi acknowledgment to shun j 
They must go on in vice, because they *te in, 
Asham'd t' repent, but not asham'd to sin ; 
These men's destruction no man can prevent, 
For modesty has made them impudent. 
The difficulty in this riddle lies : 
The virtue should reform them is their vice. 
No proper language can describe the case, 
Too litUe honesty, and too much grace : 
* Cowards, whom nature too much courage lent, 
Who dare to sin, bat dare not to repent : 
Fools, who unhappily are curst with wit. 
And know not how to own what they commit. 



BJBTB0TIZI9. 

If innocence alone mnst g;wli remove, 
Where lives the man that 's fitted to reprove! 
Whose life will scandal and reproach prevent^ 
And never had occasion to repent ? 
If in oar circle snch a star should shine, 
Thy whips and scorpions satire must resign ; 
He only conld a right of scandal claim, 
And he alone might honestly defame. 



COIfFBSSIOir. 

He that has all his own mistakes confest, 
Stands next to him who never has transgressed, 
And will be censored for a fool by none, 
Bat they who see no errors of their own. 



PRETENSION. 

If ever yet thou didst pretend to be 
From passions, pride, or from misfortunes tn^f 
In this thou hast peen guilty of a crime 
Blacker than all iHe vices of the time* 



BEPRBHENSION BT KAKB8. 

To sin 's a vice in nature, and we fivd 
All men to error and mistakes inclined, 
And reprehension *s not at all uncivil, 
But to have rakbs reprove uSj that 's the devil. 
9 
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PDBuo osnfxs roE psitati na. 

The oatside of repentance may proceed, 
Bat still the devil and the man 's agreed: 
He changes pablic crimes for private yiee. 
And where 's the reformation pray of this f 



THB HTFOCBin. 

* * He 's the hypocrite who both ways bendi^ 
Whose doubling conscience serves his private endi; 
To-day can from the Established Church divide, 
To-morrow can his conscience sell to avarice aad 

pride. 
Alternate oaths and sacraments can take, 
Alternate sacraments and oaths can break; 
On one hand can the Established Church defy, 
And when occasion offers can comply. 

* * * * 

Lectures and sermons he frequents by day. 
But yet comes home at night too drunk to pray ; 
Yet too much piety is his disease, 
Thank Heaven ! there 's few such hypocrites as these, 
That wipes his mouth, and acts wiUiout remorse, 
Sins and repents, repents and sins, in course. 



, AFRAL TO ATOSTOUO VSAei. 

But some to distant ages will retire, 
And of the Church's infant years inquire ; 
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And there from apostolic practice try 
To back the grand mistake with scriptural anthoritj ; 
St. Paal, they tell us, sometimes did refuse, 
And sometimes join'd in worship with the Jevrs ; 
To-day would Christian proselytes baptize, 
To-morrow Hebrew converts circumcise, 
Crowds of dissenting Christians from'them draw, 
£xalt the gospel and preach down the law; 
Yet as occasion offered too thought fit 
To synagogues and sanhedrims submit, 
And this they very lesurnedly apply 
To their occasional conformity. 



LAW AND OOSFEL. 

The Lam and GospA were the very same, 
From one Divine Original they came : 
Lam was but Gosfd under Types concealed. 
And Crojpe/ was those Types and Lcmi reveal'd; 
The Sacred Institution only di'd 
Because the thing was come it signified; 
The Types and Figures could no more remain, 
Because the Substance made the Shadows plain^ 
The meaning of the Law was not destroyed. 
Only the Gospel made the Occasion void j 
The Sacred Substance still remained alive, 
In its eternal Representative, 
The equal Object equally will last, 
2^1 of a Christ to come, (Ats of a Jesos past. 
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XHTKSXST. 

Interest, like one of Jeroboam's oalvesi 
In all BeMgions will at least go halves ; 
Bat where it gets a little oversway, 
It hanies all our honesty away. 
If Conscience happens to maintain its gzonnd 
And is too long on the defensive found, 
The vigorous siege is carried on so fast, 
'T is ten to one but it is sabdued at last. 
But if the scruple happens to remain. 
Religion 's twisted up, that scruple to explain; 
To this great idol Ck)nscience learns to bow, 
And what was error once is order now. 



«ovioiiircx. 

Satire, forbear, indnstrioiisly nfrain 
The sacred name of Censdenee U prof am ; 
Canning «ad craft may take up the disgoiae, 
But Consdenee must be under some sorpriae : 
And, when he H well reooprer'd, will raise a atooD, 
'T is ten to one 't wiU make them all selbni : 
He can the strongest resolution break, 
And wiU be heard when he thinks fit to speak} 
The stoutest oeurage never could sustain 
The ih/ffcks^ Cumdmoey the attempt's in wft» 

▲THBISIC. 

The atheist feels ikU trifle in his breast, 
Amd ftkHk lu banterSf treiiMes at the Jest ; 
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The secret trepidation racks his soul, 
And when he sa3rs No Godf replies, ThouftdL 
Of sleep it robe their nights, of joy the day, 
Jllakes monarehs stoop to fear, and kings obey. 
Distracting thoughts in all their mirth 't will 
And strange regret to pleasant acts conveys. 



OONSCIBHCB SUFBBIOR TO IJLW. 

Kingdoms and goyemments it keeps in awe, 
For Conscience is superior to the law. 
No Acts of Parliament can here constrain, 
But force or fraud are equally in vain. 
Dispensing power has here a legal force. 
For laws to conquer Conscience ceau of amru ; 
And where a law commands a man to sin. 
The Uao goes out, and lets the libel in. 



TBMPTATIOV. 

Herein much more than others thou hast sin'd. 
Because thy lines against thy light offend: 
Hast broke thy own firm constituted laws. 
Hast been thjrself th' effect, thyself the caiue ; 
And it must be the devil drew thee in. 
Against thy sense and custom thus to sin, 
Since thou hast always own*d that Heaven thought fit 
Want of manners should pass for want of wit. 

9* 
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PBSFB0TI02V OT ■ATIBB. 

Satire 's imperfect, and the title ^i lame, 
Till meA may read their crimes Withoot tlM maam. 
And dmraeters the persons best explain, 
When by the picture all men know the mam ; 
For if the picture does the person show, 
They 're certain signs that the description's true. 
The poet is not taken upon trust, 
For all men know the characters are just ; 
But if the names are needful to impart, 
There must be a deficiency of art. 
Like the Dutch painter with his man and bear, 
Who writes beneath to tell us what they are, 
As if the picture would not let us know 
Which was the properest booby of the two^ 



A.CTI0VS JUDOBD BY tHEIlt RBSULTS* 

Endeavor bears a value more or less, 
Just as 't is recommended by success ; 
The lucky coxcomb every man will prite. 
And prosperous actions always pass for wise« 



▲FPUCAXlOir OF T&UTH BT 0UB8BLVBS. 

For if diou but a h3rpocrite describe, 
The clergy search for him amdng their ttB9 ; 
If one Sir Harry in thy lines appear, 
AU the Sir Harrys think themselves are thei«. 



U to describe a blockhaad wt imeni, 
llie bfllan tain iniifly aad ikiiik tkij'M iU^korigaM; 
Each maa takes up the pait that svits him beit^ 
And strives to kaock thy hraias oat lor the sest. 



SITUATION OP TSB SATUUBT. 

Satire, look hack, aaA fotmer dajrs review ; 
How stood it (Aoe betwizi the tribe and yon ; 
In prosperous days their ooasdons pride must kivow 
Von fed those Priests that scorn to own you now ; 
With eonfitaat charity leliev'd theff poor, 
For which they '11 stone thee now 't is in their power* 
With jost contempt look back upon their prM, 
And now despise the gift which they denied, 
But let thy charity their crime outlive, 
And, what they MeliempfactiK now, fi^rgive. 
For Heaven, without their help, upholds thee heft^ 
fie only daims thy thanks who hears thy prvjnerj 
fie can the royal clemency incline, 
For human grace is centred in divine. 



A HYUN TO THE PILLORY^ 

Hail, hieroglyphic State machine, 
Ck)ntrived to punish fancy in ; 
Men that are men in thee can feel no pain, 
And all thy insignificant disdain. 
Oottfeempt, that fUse new word for shutti 
b, without crime, an empty name { 
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A shadow to amiue manlriiirt, 
But never iirights the wise or weU-^fixad 
Virtue despises homan scorn, 
And scandals innocence adorn. 
£yen the learned Selden saw 
A prospect of thee through the law. 
He had thy lofty pinnacles in view, 
Bnt so much honor never was thy due : 
Had the great Selden triomph'd on thy stage, 
Selden, the honor of his age ; 
No man woald ever shon thee more, 
Or gradge to stand where Selden stood before. 
Thoa bagbear of the law, stand ap and speak, 
Thy kHug misconstmed silence break, 
Tell us who 't is upon thy ridge stands there. 
So fuU of fault and yet so void of fear ; 
And from the paper in his hat 
Let all mankind be told for what. 
Tell them it was because he was too bold, 
And told those truths which should not ha' been toUK, 
Extol the justice of the land, 
Who punish what they will not understand. 
Tell them he stands exalted there, 
For speaking what we would not hear ; 
And yet he might have been secure. 
Had he said less, or would be ha' said more. 
Tell them that this is his reward. 
And worse is yet for him prepared, 
Because his foolish vinue was so nice 
As not to sell his finends, according to his tneadtf 
advice. 
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And thus his an example made, 
To makie taeft of their honesty afraid, 
That for the time to come they may 
More willingly their friends betray ; 
Tell them the men that placed him heie 
Are scandals to the times, 
Are at a loss to find kis gaik, 
And canH commit his crimes. 



What are thy terrors, that for fear of Thee, 

Mankind can dare to sink their honesty ? 

He is bold to impudence that dare turn knave, 

The scandal of thy company to save ; — 

He that will crimes he never knew confess. 

Does more than if he knew those crimes, transgress. 

And he that fears Thee more than to be base, 

Hay want a heart, bat does not want a face. 



I beckoq to mankind to have a care. 

And pointing, tell how I was lost, and where $ 

I show the dangerous shore 

Where I have suffered shipwreck long be£ace. 

If among poets there remain a fool, 

That scorns to take this notice for a n:de, 

But ventures the fidelity 

Of those whose trade and custom 't is to lie ; 

Let men to him no pity show, 

Let him to Bedlam, not to Newgate, go. 
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THE KNAVERY OF PROJECTOES. 

SoMB in clandestine companies combine, 
Erect new stocks to trade beyond the line ; 
With air and empty names begaileth towns, 
And raise new credits first, then cry 'em down ; 
Divide the empty nothings into shares, 
To set the town together by the ears. 



THE TRAFFIC IN HUMAN BEINGS. 

Tbx harmless natives basely they trepan, 
And barter baubles for the souls of men ; 
The wretches they to Christian climes bring o*er, 
To serve worse heathens than they did before. 



CONTRAST 

or TBX SLAVS OWNEKS WITH TBI SFAITXAKnS WBO 
BUTCHERED THE KBXIGANS. 

Blood quenched their thirst, and it sufficed to kill, 
But these the tender coup de grace deny, 
And make men beg in vain for leave to die ; 
To more than Spanish cruelty inclin'd, 
Torment the body and debauch the mind ; 
The lingering life of slavery preserve. 
And vilely teach them both to sin and serve. 
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VERSES CALLED THE CAPITOLO. 

Written dmmg the Author's Imprisonment tfi the Cattk 

of St. Angdo, 

PRAISE OF TEE PRISON. 

Hi who would sound the depths of power divine, 
Should for a time in gloomy dungeon dwell, 
Where grief corrodes and harrows up the soul. 
Domestic care should prey upon his mind, 
To sorrow and to crosses long inur'd, 
By various troubles and by tempests tost. 
Would you improve in virtue's rigid lore 
Bf sad imprisonment ? your lot should be 
Unjust confinement ; long in grief your chain 
Yon comfortless should drag, and no relief. 
No kind assistance from a friend receive. 
Yon should by jailers of your property 
Be cruelly deprived, and roughly us'd, 
Nor ever hope for liberty again. 
Frantic with rage, you should your prison breaks 
Urg'd by some fell oppressor's cruel wrongs. 
And then in deeper dungeon be confined ; — - 
Dear Luca, listen with attentive ear. 
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I my diie calamities relate ; 
WhaX sufferings could be worse ? to break a l&g. 
In moist, damp, noisome cell to be confin'd, 
Without a cloak to shelter me from cold ! 
Think what I suffer'd in these cells immor'd, 
Lonely, fiom human converse quite debarr'd^ 
My daily pittance brought me by a slaye, 
A surly monster, silent and severe. 
Think to what ills ambition does expose, 
What dangers threaten an aspiring soul. 
Think what it was to have no place to sit. 
Or rest my head on, bat a corner fool, 
All covered o'er with filthy ezcarements, 
At every hour of tedious night and day 
By cares unceasing to be kept awake. 
O think how dismal that to this sad cell 
None shoul^ approach, bat mutes in silenee wn^ 
Who sternly frown'd, nor e'er an answer deigii'd. 
flow sad it was that in such horrid cave 
The poet's fancy, wont to soar, to rove 
In sprightly sallies, now should be oonfin'd 
To pine the solitary hours away ! 
How sad to be restrain'd from pen and inki 
Nor even allow'd the poet's sad relief, 
To scrawl with charcoal on my prison walls I 



ADVANTAGES OF XMPKISOIDCEIVT. 

But hold ! my sorrows make me deviate &r 
From the first purpose of my moral song. 
I meant a prison's praises to proclaim. 



To show what tlfs^itil tessbus majr be Wrn^ft 
In deep distress and sharp afflfiction's schocil : 
Few inmttve^ ot such dreary solitudes 
Were ever equal to this arduous task. 
In those receptacles of guilt and vice 
The man of virtue seldom is immured/ 
Except when fSedlen a victim to the hate 
Of ministers and servile tools of power j 
Except through envy, anger, or despite. 
Confin'd in dungeon deep, in gloomy cell 
iThe pafisonei: oft invokes God's awful name, 
Yet feels withih the torments of the damn'd. 
However tileidtic'd and blacken'd by the tongue 
Of calumny, to reputation lost, 
Pass two unhappy years in prison pent, 
You 'Q'dien come out reform'd^ wifeh manneift'^ttte, 
The wblrld will love you, will forget the past, 
Imprisonment ivill all your faults atone. 
Within the darksome round of prison walls, 
Belentless walls, where comfort never dwells ! 
The mental powers, the faculties decline. 
The body like its covering deca3rs ; 
Vet here, too, grossest wits by constant woe 
Are sharpened, sublimated, and refin'd. 
Genius midst sufferings imps her wings and soars, 
And from these gloomy cells, in prospect bHgfat 
Though distant, heaven's blest regions ate descrjr^d. 
Hear ho# inrention's iaid our wants suppltes 
And great difficulties can surmount. 
Staring, aghnst I ftalk abooit the room, 
My hai)riH.th hninror bristled on my head, 
10 
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liks quiUs upon the firetfnl porcupine ; 
Next from a panel of the door I tear 
A epUnter with my teeth, expedient strange ! 
Cruel necessity such means suggest. 
A brick reduced to powder then I mix 
With water, kneading both into a mash. 
Poetic genius fill'd my laboring breast, 
And all my soul was by the muse inspired. 
But to resume the subject of these lays ; 
He who desires to know and to enjoy 
The good that Heaven bestows upon our kind. 
Should first be practised in the train of ills, 
Which in his wisdom God inflicts on man. 
A prison prompts and teaches every art ; 
If medical assistance you require, 
Through ev'ry open'd pore it makes you sweat. 
With some strange virtue are its walls endu'd ! 
To make you learned, eloquent and brave. 
And by enchantment wonderfhl its power 
Your raptur'd fancy ever can delight 
With florid, gay ideas, fairy scenes. 
Though wisdom is in prison dearly bought, 
Happy the man who ^ere is taught her lore; 
The genius is not by confinement crampt, 
But spreads untutor'd its adventurous wings 
To treat of gravest subjects, war or peace. 
His efibrts always with success are crowned, 
What steadiness the mind in durance learns ! 
No more elate by fortune's wanton smiles, 
Nor sunk dejected and depressed with woe. 
Perhaps you ^11 tell me all these years are loet. 
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That visdom never was in pnson leam'd ; 
I speak bat what I feel ; experience shows 
That ev'n a dungeon may be wisdom's school, 
Bat woald to heaven oar laws were so contriir^d 
That gailty men no longer had the power 
To scape that prison which their crimes desenre. 
The man of low degree, by fortnne doom'd 
To dradge for a subsistence, there shoold gain 
Experience, there should learn to act his part. 
He thus would be less liable to err. 
Less prone to stray from reason's equal path ; 
The world would then no longer be a stage 
Of dire confusion, and a chaos wild. 
Whilst in a gloomy dungeon's dark recess 
Monks, priests, and men of rank I saw confin'd, 
But fewest still of those who for their deeds 
Seem'd most deserving of that rigid lot. 
What poignant grief pervades a prisoner's breast, 
When some sad partner of his dire distress 
Loose from his chain first sees the prison door 
Op'd to admit him to bless'd liberty ! 
What cruel anguish wrings his tortured breast ! 
He wishes that he never had been bom. 
Though long corroding grief upon my heart 
Relentless prey'd, though oft my laboring brain 
Has almost grown distracted with my woes, 
Midst all my ills some comfort strange I found, 
Unknown to those who slumber life away 
Upon the down of ease, whose happy Hds 
Were never sallied with a gushing tear. 
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▼ISIOir IH PRXSOH. 

What niptnres would transport my raviah'd ta»M^ 

Should aoiDA one say to me with friendly vokt$t 

Hence, Benvenuto, go, depart in peace ! 

How often has a deadly pale overspread 

My livid cheeks^ whilst in a dongeon deep 

I pin'd and sigh'd my hapless hoars away ! 

Depriv'd of liberty, I now no more 

To France or Florence can at will repair! 

Though were I even in France, I might not thMB 

Meet tender treatment to relieve my woe. 

I say not this against that noble soil, 

Whose lilies have iUumin'd heaven and earth; 

But amidst roses thistles often grow. 

I saw an emblem from the heavens desceod 

Swiftly amongst the vain, deluded crowd, 

AndiSirnew light was kindled on the rock : 

He who on earth and in high heaven explains; 

The truth, had told me that the castle bell 

Should, ere I thence could make escape, be broke. 

Then in. a vision mystic I beheld 

A long black bier, on every side adom'd 

With broken lilies, crosses, and with plants ; 

And many persons I on couches saw, 

Diseas'd and rack'd with anguish and with pain. 

I saw the demon ; the tormenting fiend 

That persecutes the souls of mortal men. 

Now with his horrors these, now those appal; 

To me he tum'd, and said, I '11 pierce tl^e heftf^ 

Of whosoever hurts or injures thee. 
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Herewith apon my forehead words he wrote 
Obscure, profound, with Peter's m]rstic reed. 
And siloice solemnly enjoin'd me thrice. 
I saw the power divine, who leads the son 
His great career, and checks him in his coarse^ 
Amidst his coort celestial brightly shine : 
The dazzled eyes of mortals seldom see 
A vision with sach various glories fraught. 

I heard a solitary bird of night 
Sing on a rock a dismal fim'ral dirge ; 
I thence infer'd with certainty, this note 
To me announces life, bat death to yon. 
My just complaint I then both sang and wrotBi 
Implor'd God's pardon and his friendly aid; 
For sight began to fail me, and I felt 
The iron hand of death upon my eyes. 
Never was lion, tiger, wolf, or bear. 
Of human blood more thirsty than the foe 
That now with furious rage attacked my life; 
More poisonous never was the viper's bdte ; 
The foe, I mean a cruel captain, came 
Attended with a band of ruffians vile. 
Just as rapacious bailiffs haste to seize 
A trembling debtor with relentless hands, 
So rush'd those sons of brutal force upon me. 
'T was on the first of August that they came 
To drag me to a dismal dungeon, worse 
By far than that in which so long I 'd groaa'd, 
A cell in which the most abandoned crew. 
The refuse of the prison, are confln'd. 
Tet in tins sad distress Isoon reoeiv'd, 
10* 
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Thongh lOMcqpwstod, succor aod xsbU^ 
My foea^ when thos ibeir lieUUb ^?U» ttMif 
Defeated, to fell poison bad recooxae -, 
fiat here «giua the Almighty iaterpos'd, 
For tot I ever tam'd my thoni^bts to (M, 
And load bis grace and aid divine imjdor'd. 
My poignant angiusli being tbos tatma^df 
Whilst I pcegpar'd to render up xo^ sool. 
Resigned to pass onto a better state, 
I saw an angel £rom the beav'ns descend* 
Holding a glorious palm-bianch in bis hand* 
With looks then joyous, placid, and serene, 
He promis'd to my life a longer date : 
The angel spoke to me in terms like theaa : 
Thy foes shall all be bumbled to the dust, 
And thou shalt lead a life of lasting bliss —« 
Favor'd by heaven and earth's eternal ^ire. 



MALOGUE BETWEEN THE SOTJIt AND THE 

Eomr. 

Sodjf. Say, {Aaintive and desponditig soul, 

Why ^us so loath on earth to atsyl 

Soul. In vaitt w« strive 'gainst Heaven's eoatMli 
(Sinoe life 's a pain, let 's haste away. 

Body, Ah, wing net henee thy rapid ifight, 
Ceiment tfiyself, nor fate deplore. 
New scenes of joy aad pore delight 
Hea««n stffl fer Ihee may have in stfliv. 
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SmU. I then consent to stay a while, 

Freedom once more in hopes to gain ; 
Tb« le^t of Ufe with ease tusgoUe^ 
And dread no more the rattling dhain. 



SONNET 

TO THB COMSTABLB OF THE CASTLl Of ST. AHtfllO. 

CoiTLD I, my lord, convey in labor'd strain 
Some emanation of that light divine, 

Which late illum'd my sool, I more should gain 
Approved by Thee, than were an emj^re mine. 

Would heaven it were but to our pontiff told. 
How to my eyes his glory Christ reveal'd. 

Glory which human tongue can ne'er unfold! 
Glory from mortal view by clouds concealed ! 

Soon Justice would unbar her iron gate. 

Soon thou wouldst see vile, impious Fury boiindf 
Wouldst hear her rave at Heav'n and cruel fate, 

And with her cries make all th' expanse resound. 

Did I, alas ! enjoy the light of day^ 
Or were my limbs but free and unconftn'd, 

I then could Heaven's unbounded love display. 
Smile at my pain, to death and fate resigned. 

The cross I bear would then appear more light, 
And Freedom's rays dispel the gloom of night. 
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SONNET. 

RiTUur, enrftptnred hovas, 

When Delia's heart was mine ; 
When she, with wreaths of flowersi 

My temples did entwine ! 
No jealousy nor care 

Corroded in my breast, 
And visions light as air 

Presided o'er my rest. 
Since I 'm removed from state, 

And bid adiea to time, 
At my unhappy fate 

Let Delia not repine, 
But may the mighty Jove 

Her crown with happiness ! 
This grant, ye powers above, 

And take my soul to bliss. 
Now, nightly round my head 

No airy visions play ; 
Nor flow'rets deck my head 

Each vernal holiday : 
But far from these sad plains 

The lovely Delia flies, 
While racked with jealous paint 

Her wretched Andre dies. 



., ..himMlf, w11h_, 

. Tb*a[itliialIilnUiaTruiDbiiU<Ul«r,>i 



fWflinlle of ■ •Inning nudi bi himMlf, wtlh b pan. iIh At ba 
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COl. BJ.CHARB lOJEUCJl.?^ 



TO ALTHSAy FBOM* TM9&K: 

Whbit Love, with unconfin^ "^^Vfi^ik 

Hovers within my gates, 
And my divine Althea bringps 

To whisper at my grates ; 
When I lie tangled in her hair, 

And fetter'd with her eye, 
The birds that wanton in the air 

Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round. 

With no alla3ring Thames, 
Our careless heads with roses crown'd, 

Our hearts with loyal flames ; 
When thirsty grief in wine we steep. 

When healths and draughts go fiee, 
Fishes that tipple in the deep 

Enow no such liberty. 

When, linnet-like confined, I 
With shriller note shall sing 

The mercy, sweetness, majesty. 
And glories of my king ; 
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When I shall Toice aloud how good 
He iBf how great should be, 

Th' enlarged winds, that curl the floods 
Know no snch liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison makBy 

Nor iron bars a cage ; 
Minds innocent and qniet take 

That for an hermitage : 
If I have freedom in my love, 

And in my soul am free, 
Angels alone, that soar abora^ 

Eigoj such liberty. 



QEOROE WITHER. 



POESY. 
WiUm whik imprisoned in the London Tmnr. 

• * * • 

She doth tell me where to borrow 
Comfort in the midst of sorrow, 
Makes the desolatest place 
To her presence be a grace, 
And the blackest discontents 
Be her fairest ornaments. 
In my former days of bliss 
Her divine skill taught me this. 
That from everything I saw 
J coold some invention draW; 
And raise pleasure to her height 
Through the meanest object's sight , 
By the murmur of a spring ; 
Or the least bough's rustling ; 
By a daisy, whose leaves spread 
Shot when Titan goes to bed; 
Or a shady bush or tree, 
She could more infiose in me 
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Than all natare's beaaties can 

In some other wiser man. 

By her help, I also now 

Make this choriish place allow 

Some things that may sweeten glndnaWi 

In the rtty jgall of sadnett; 

The doll loneness, the black shade, 

That these hanging vaalts have made 

The strange ma»c of the waves, 

Beating these hollow caves, 

^his black den which roc^ ettibbn, 

Overgrown with eldest moss. 

Themde portals, that giw ligfeft 

More to terror than detight, 

This my chamber of negleist, 

Walled aboat with disrespect, >**• 

From all these, aad this dHHair, 

A fit object for despair, 

She hath taught me by her mi^ 

To draw oomlbrt and delight. 

Therefore, then, best earthly bUMf 

1 will cherish thee for this ^ 

Poesy, thoa sweet'st ccmtent, 

That e'er Heaven to mortals lent, 

Thoagh they as a trifle leave thee, 

Whose dull thoughts cannot ooaseitfi thM^ 

Thoqgh thou be to them a flcctf% 

That to naught but earth ore bom, 

Let my life no k»ger be 

Than I aot in love wfitk tkee^ 
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Thoagh our wise ones call it madnewi 
Let me never taste of gladness, 
If I love not thy mad'st fits, 
Above all their greatest wits ; 
And though some, too seeming holy, 
Do account thy rapture folly. 
Thou dost teaeh me to condemn 
What makes knaves and fods of them. 

n 



HENRY CLAPP. JR.* 



PRISON SONNETS. 

A FBixin), whose heart, with loving kindness firaaght, 
Was moved to send into my cold retreat 
Some Messenger of Love, whose influence sweet 
Should cause these bolts and bars to be forgot, 
Chose a young plant, whose virgin breath and bloom 
Should brighten up this dark and gloomy cell, 
And make it fragrant as the favored dell 
Where flowers delight to yield their rich perfume. 
But scarce three days had cast their prison shade, 
And three damp nights had shed their prison chill 
On this dear plant, ere its sweet breath was stUl, 
Its color gone, its soul forever fled ! 
I gathered up the faded leaves and flowers, 
And thought them emblem fit of prison hours ! 



Oh how can man his equal brother chain 
Within cold walls, while this warm-hearted spring 
Makes all the earth and heavens with joy to ring 
With song of birds and trees and falling rain? 

* Henry Clapp is editor of the Pioneer, in Ljnn, MMWchmetti. 
He was confined for thirty days, in Salem, for an alleged liM oa 
Judge Lammus. He is well known as one of our abJest writais, 
and as an ardent defender of human rights. 
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Would he from sin his fellow-man reclaim, 
And gaide his steps to Wisdom's pleasant ways, 
Where he may know and live his Maker's praise. 
And learn to sing the glory of His name ? 
Then loose the shackle from his aching limb, 
Take from his heart the prison's deathly chill, 
And let him roam o'er smiling mead and hill, 
Where Nature's voice — her ' low, perpetual hymn '— 
Will banish from his soul each Hate impure. 
And make it glow with loves that shall endure. 

SaUm JixU, May 2, 1846. 



LOYALTY CONFINED .• 

BY : . 

fiiAT c»i| proad billows : Boreas, blow : 

SweUi curIM waves, high as Jove's roof; 
Yoar incivility doth show, 
That innocence is tempest proof; 
Thoagh surly Nereus frown, my thoughts am calm ; 
Then strike, Affliction ! for thy wounds are baUa. 

That which the world miscalls a jail, 

A private closet is to me : 
Whilst a good conscience is my bail, 
And innocence my liberty : 
Locks, bars, and solitude, together met, 
Make me no prisoner, but an anchoret. 

*Thw excellent old aong is preaeired in Darid Uoyd'e *Mt 
moires of thooe that suffered in the cause of Charlea L' London, 
1668, fnl. p. 96. The author is not mentioned, though tFadUion 
assigns it to Sir Rookr L'Ebtkamob. Some mistakes in Lloyd's 
comr are corrected in two others, one in MS., the other in the 
'Westminster Drollery, or a Choice Collection of Soncs and Po- 
ems, 1671,' 12mo. The poem was doubtless compoaed in prison. 
Lloyd spealcs of it as the composition of a worthy personage, who 
■ulfered deeply in those times with no other reward tfaan coo* 
science. 

In the Gentlemen's Magazine for 1767, p. 82, we find the stan- 
las ascribed to Arthur Lord Capel, who was imprisoned in the 
Tower during Cromwell's usurpation. 

In comparing the language of the poem in the magazine whh 
the copy above, we find it quite different in many places. We 
have, as yet, been unable to account for these variatioBS. Bat 
sui^sosing Bishop Percy to be correct, we have followed the lan- 
guage as we find it in his * Reliques or Ancient En^ah POsUy,' 
a work kindly loaned us by Wendell Phillips, and onsof stsriiag 
value, containing a great variety of Old Heroic BaUads, Songs, 
and othsr pieces of our earlier Poets. « 
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If whilst I wish to be retir'd, 

Into this private room was tom'd ; 
As if their wisdoms had conspir'd 
The salamander should be burned ; 
Or like those sophists that would drown a fish, 
I am constrained to suffer what I wish. 

The qri^ick loves his poverty j 

The pelican her wilderness ; 

And 't is the Indian's pride to be 

Naked on frozen Caucasus : 

Ck>ntentment cannot smart, Stoicks we see 

Make torments easie to their apathy. 

These manacles upon my arm 

I, as my mistress' favors, wear ; 
And for to keep my ancles warm, 
I have some iron shackles there ; 
These walls are but my garrison ; this cell 
Which men call jail, doth prove my citadel. 

I 'm in the cabinet lockt up, 

Like some high-priz^ margarite, 
Or, like the great mogul or pope, 
Am cloyster^d up from publick sight : 
Retiredness is a piece of majesty, 
And thus, proud sultan, I 'm as great as thee. 

Here sin for want of food must starve. 

« 

Where tempting objects are not seen ; 
And these strong walls do only serve 
To keep vice out. and keep me in : 
11* ' 
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Malice of late *8 grovB eharitaUe toni 
I 'm not committedy but am kept aeeor*. 

So he that stniek at Jason's Kfe, 

TIrinkuig t' hare made his purpose sue^ 
By a malicioas firiendly knife 
Did only wound him to a core : 
Malice, I see, wants wit ; for what is meant 
Mischief, oft-times proves favour by th' event. 

When once my prince affliction hath, 

Prosperity doth treason seem ; 
And to make smooth so rough a path, 
I can leam patience from him : 
Now not to suffer shows no loyal heart, 
When kings want ease, subjects most bear a put* 

What tiMMigh I cannot see my king 

Neither in person or in coin ; 
Yet contemplation is a thing 
That renders what I have not, mine : 
My king from me what adamant can part, 
Whom I do wear engraven on my heart? 

Have you not seen the nightingale, 
A prisoner like, coopt in a cage, 
How doth she chaunt her wonted tale 
In that her narrow hermitage ? 
Even then her charming melody doth prova^ 
That all her bars are trees, her cage a grow* 



I 
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I am that biid, whom they combine 

Thas to deprive of liberty ; 
Bat though they do my corps confinei 
Yet maagre hate, my soai is fiee : 
And though immur'd, yet can I chirp and adngi 
Disgrace to rebels, glory to my king. 

My soul is free, as ambient air, 

Although my baser part *s immew'd^ 
Whilst loyal thoughts do still repair 
T accompany my solitude : 
Although rebellion do my body binde, 
My king alone can captivate my minde. 



LUIS DE CiHOENS.' 



Wois sacceeding 
Belied my earnest hope of sweet repose ; 
In place of bays around my brows to shed 
Their sacred honors o'er my destined head. 
Fool calnmny proclaimed the fraadfol tale, 
And left me mourning in a dreary jail. 

*Th1i poet was bom in Lisbon, 1624. He was the glorj oiV» 
tngal. At one time he fell deeply in lore with a ledr of the palaoo^ 
Dona Catharine de Attavda, whose charms he celebratee in hii 
poems written after her death. He compares his exile to tbat «( 

' Tho« fnnej oftiata me, that lik* him forlorn, 
Condanuicd the haplcn Mile's &t« to prove ; 

la lifo-eoniuminr pain thai doomed to moara 
The lot* of all 1 prised — of her I Ioto.' 

Hatlbt gives us a translation of a sonnet in which Lnie da 
Oamoens commemorates her virtues : — 

' While, pneied with woes from which it cannot iae. 

My fanejr einlcB, and slumber seals mT eyes, 

Ber spirit hastens in my dreams to rue, 

Who was in life but as i dream to me. 

0*er the drear waste, so wide no eye can see 

How far iu sensc-eTadinf limit lies, 

f follow her quick step : but ah I she flies I 

Our distance wideniajp by fate's stem deerta. 

** Ply not flrom me, kind shadow ( " I exclaim ;^ 

She, with fixed eyes, that her soft thoufhu rewal, 

And seemed to sajr, " Forbear thjr fond design,*' — 

Still fliss. I call her, but her half-formed name 

Dies on my falterin? tonjipie ; — I wake, and fiel 

Not e'ea one short delusion can be mine.* 

His crime was Malversation. He wrote seven! playful pieesi 
to the viceroy. He proved his innocence, but was afterward! ds* 
tallied by a hard creditor. —PotU and Poetry of Europt, if 
H. W. LoNOvaLLOw. PUL 1846. p. 730. 



EAKL RIVERS/ 



A BALET. 

Sum what mnsyng, And more momfmgf 
In remembrying The unstydfastness 5 

This world being Of such whelyng, 
Me contimrieng, What may I gesse ? 

*Thi8 is the only original poem Icnown of Anthony Widvilte, 
tile gallant Earl Rivers ; his other worics being mere translations. 
It was written during his confinement in Pomfret Castle, a short 
time before his execution, in 1483. It gives a fine picture of the 
composure and steadiness with which this stout earl belteld his 
approachinf tee. The sentiments conveyed in the poem are tino 
tured with sage reflections and manly resignation, though the me- 
tre will not appear very dignified to modem eara Rodmi is said 
to have copied H from the earl's own handwriting. < In tampon.' 
says this writer, ' incarcerationis apud Pontem-fractom edidit 
vnam balet in an^Iicis, ut mihi monstratum est, quod subeequitur 
rab his verbis : Aum toil«t mUMJUKU,* &c. Rossi Hist. 8vo. 
2 Edit. p. 213. In Rouse the second stanza, Hcc., is imperfect, but 
the defects are here supplied from a more perfect copy, printed in 
' Ancient Songs, from the time of K. Hen. lU. to the Revolution.' 
pu»87. ' 

This little piece, which perhaps ought rather to have bean 
printed in stanzas of eight short lines, is written in imitation of a 
poem of Chaucer's, that will be found in (Jrry's edition, 17S1, p. 
066, beginning thus : 

*Alone wallr|rn|r> In thought plalnyiiur, 

And aora •ifEying. All dew>Ut«. 
Mt remembrying' Or mr livytnr, 

My death wiehyof , Bothe ar^ and lata. 

* lafortanata b ao my fiita 

Tlaat wota ye what, Oat of maaon 
Mr life I hata ; Thoa daaparata 

ni aueh pore aatate, Doe I andura, Ac 
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I Cere dowUeSi Remediles, 
Is now to sese My wofhU chaimee. 

pPor ankyndness. Withoaten less. 
And no redress, Me doth avannce, 

With displesaonce, To my grevaanoe, 
And no suraunce Of remedy.] 

Lo ! in this traunce, Now in substannce, 
Such is my dawnce, Wy]lyng to dye. 

Me thynkjTs tmiy, Bowndyn am I, 
And that gretly, To be content : 

Seyng playnly, Fortune doth wry 
All contrary, From myn entent. 

My lyff was lent Me to on intent, 
Hytt is ny spent. Welcome fortune! 

Bat I ne went Thus to be shent. 
But sho hit ment ; Such is hur 

Yer. 16, That fortunt. Roaii Hfat. 
Yw. 19| want, i. «. waeiMd. 



JOHN HARRINGTON.<^> 



ELEGY, 

Wrote m the Tower while confaied with the 

Elizabeth, 1554. 

Tbk lyfe is longe that lothsomely dothe last, 
The doleful days draw slowly to their date, 

The present pange, or painfal plague, scarce past, 
But some new greif, still green, doth marr our state^ 

In all we find 'midst this worlds storme and stryfe, 
Sure deathe is sweete that shortythe such a lyfe. 

The pleasaunte years that some so swiAelye runne, 
The merrie daies to end so faste that fleete, 

The riot-night which day draws on so soone, 
The happie hours which more do missethan meete. 

Bo all consume, lyke snow kyss'd by the sunne. 

And death soon ends all that vain lyfe begunne. 

Death is a porfe whereby we pass to joye j 
Lyfe is a lake that drownethe all in payne ; 

Death is so dear, it killeth all annoye ; 
Lyfe is so lewd that all it yields is vayne ; 

For, OS by lyfe to bondage man was broughte, 

Even so by death all freedom too was wroughtt. 



TH0IA8 CLARK.' 



UmmiB is that mane -whose acts doth proeonr 
Ikt miseri of this house in prison to 



Hytisthepoyntof awyse man to try and thfllL tiTStt^ 
For happy is he who fyndeth one that is jvste. 

♦ftippo^ed to be a Roman C3athoUc prlaat, who was oonflandk 
tbalMwr of Loodoa ia 1578. 



t/rtmtlaiwTtdim,! J rtrM ^tkt WtrU 



FART II. 

ROYAL PRISONERS. 



mCHlRS C(EUR DE LION.* 

Bour 1167. Btffi 1199. ^ 



TranslaHon of IRng JRiehat^s Smg. 

Sm captive wight attempt the tonefol strain, 
His Voicei belike, fall dolefally will sonnd; 

Yety to the sad, 't is comfort to complain. 
Friends have I store, and promises abound; 

Shame on the niggards ! since, the|e winters twain, 

Unransomed, still I bear a tyrant's chain. 

Foil well they know, my lords and nobles all, 
Of England, Normandy, Guienne, Poicton, 

Ne'er did I slight my poorest vassal's call. 
Bat all whom wealth could boy from chains with- 
drew. 

*For a yerj inUrettinff and condanaad akotch, and alio Ibr an* 
oUMr inHMOatiop of ihia author, aaaPottt and Po#ry^J^iW! p t . 
Bf RmRT W. LoHsrauow. Phil aditioo, p^ 437. 

12 
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I7ot in reproach I speak, nor idly yun, 
Bat I alone, unpitied, bear the chain. 

My fate will show, ' the dangeon and the grave 
Alike repel oar kindred and oar frieads.' 

Here am I left, their paltry gold to save ! 
Sad fate is mine ; bat worse their crime attends. 

Their lord will die ; their conscience shall remain^ 

And tell how long I wore this galling chain. 

No wonder thongh my heart with grief boil o'er^ 
When he, my peijared lord, invades my buids; 

Forgets he then the oaths he lately swore, 
When both, in treaty, join'd oar plighted hands! 

Else, sare I ween, I should not long remain 

Unpitied here to wear a tyrant's chain. 

To those my friends long lov'd and ever dear, 
To gentle Chaill, and kind Persarain, 

Go forth, my song, and say, whatever they hear. 
To them my heart was never false or vain. 

Should they rebel* — but no ; their souls disdain 

With added weight to load a captive's chain. 

Know, then, the youths of Anjou and Touraine, 
Those lusty bachelors, those airy lords. 

That these vile walls their captive king restrain ! 
Sure, they in aid will draw their loyal swords! 

Alas ! nor faith, nor valor, now remain ; 

Sighs are but wind, and I must bear my chain. 



EDWARD THE SECOND. 

BoBH 1284. DiBD 1327. 



COMPLAINT OF EDWARD THE SECOND. 

[WriUen whiie confined in the Castle of Kenaworth, or 
in ike Cattle of Barkle.] 

TBAHSLATED FROM THE LATIN BY ICR. ANDBIWS.* 

DAJonTM mihi contulit^ tempore bnimali 
Fortnna' satis aspera vehementis mali. 
Nallas est tarn sapiens, mitis, aat formosnsy 
Tarn prndens virtotibos ceterisque^ famosusy 
Qain staltas repatabitar et satis despectos. 
Si fortana prosperos avertat efiectas. 

* ' These, wyth manje other after the same makynge,' aayathe 
chronicler, ' I have aeene, whyche are reported to Me of hys owae 
makynse, in the tyme of hys empryaooment.' 

' In Castle of Kenilworth, and after in Castle of Barkle, took 
graate repentance of hys former life, and made a lamentaUe com* 

rlainte for that he had so grerously offended God ; wtMreof a part 
have set out, but not all, lest it sliould be tedious to the readsss 
or hearers.' 

Bishop Turner says, that in the herald's office is extant In nuui- 
script, a Latin poem, written by this unhappy prince while • 
prisoner, the title of which is ' LametUatio g&rton Regit Ed- 
wardi ae Camarvonf quam edidit Tlunpore 9wt Inearcenh 
tionig.* 

The above is probaUy an extract from the poMn to which Um 
Uahop has raferred. 

1 Cootigit. 9 Forma, ib. * ibi Cetarie. 
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Xt AaBiavTBi la bif tntartainiiif liiitof^, hM ottnl ttei 
tovtait iflBitatioa of the praeading «xtnfet: 

On my deroted head 

Her bitterest showers, 
i41iirom a. wintry elon^ 

Stem fortune poors. 
View but her favorite, 

Sage and diseasing, 
GracM with fair comeliness^ 

FamM for his learning, 
Should she withdraw her arniH 

Each grace she baaishes, 
Wisdom and wit ai« fiowot 

And beauty vanishes. 



JAMES I., OF SCOTLAND.*** 

BoBM 1393. DxBD 1437. 



[A prisaner in Windsor, first sees Lady Jane Btaufortf 
who afterwards was his Queen,] 

BswAiLiNa in my chamber, thas alonOi 
Despaired of all joy and remedy, 
For-tired of my thought, and woe-begone, 
And to the window gan I walk in hy* 
To see the world and folk that went forbye,t 
As, for the time, though I of mirthis food 
Might have no more, to look it did me good. 

Now was there made, fast by the towris wall, 

A garden fair ; and, in the comers set 

Ane arbour green, with wandis long and small, 

Railed about, and so with trees set 

Was all the place, and hawthorn hedges knet, 

That lyf was none walking there forbye, 

That might within scarce any wight espy. 

So thick the boughs and the leavis green 
Beshaded all the alleys that there were, 

*Hatt6. tPMt. 

12* 



138 T0ICB8 PROM PEI80M. 

And nuds of every arbour might be seen 
The sharpe greene sweete janiperi 
Growing so fair with branches here and thoe^ 
That as it seemed to a Ijrf without, 
The Boughis spread the arbonr all about. 

And on the smaUe greene twistis* sat 
The little sweete nightingale, and sung 
So loud and clear, thy hymnis consecrat 
Of lovis use, now soft, now loud among, 
TlMt all the gardens and the w«llis rang 
Right of their song. • • * 



Cast I down mine eyes again. 



Where as I saw, walking under the towcTi 
Full secretly, new eomen here to plain, 
The fiiinst or the freshest yonnge flower 
That evier I saw, methought, before that hoar« 
For which sudden abate, anon astart,t 
The blood of all my body to my heart. 

And though I stood abasit tho a lite,) 
No wonder was ; for why ? my wittis all 
Were so overcome with pleasance and deiighli 
Only through letting of my eyen fall, 
That suddenly my heart became her thrall, 
Forever of free will, — for of menace 
There was no token in her sweete face. 

*Twig«. t Want and «MiM. 

X OMteaddl linr a little whik. 



i 



And inflijr huA I ixm fight kMt&ff 
And <AcB«0PB I toant it out again, 
And saw her walk that very womudy, 
With no vif ht xa^, hot maiy womaa iwam. 
Then gan I atody in myaeU; and aayn,* 
<Ah, sweet 1 ue ye a worldly creajtnca, 
Or hewvmly thing in Iskeneas of nature! 

^ Or are ye god Capidis own princess, 
And comin are to loose me out of hand f 
Or are ye very Nature the goddess, 
Thta hope d^aifUed mth their heavenly hand. 
This garden full of Jlowers as they stand ? 
What shall I think, alas ! what reverenoe 
Shall I misterf unto your excellence T 

^ If ye a goddess be, and that ye like 

To do me jpain, I may it not astart :% 

If ye be wardly wight, that doth me sike,( 

Why list|| God make you so, my dearest beai^ 

To dp a seely^ prisoner this smart, 

That loves you all, and wot «f nought but woe! 

And therefore mercy, sweet ! sin' it is so.' 

Of her array the form if I shall write, 
Towards her golden hair and rich attire, 
In fretwise couchit** with pearlis white 
And great balasff leaningfl as the fire, 
With mony ane emeraut and fair sapphire ; 

•817. t Minuter. tFly. IMakMnwiigk. 

flFliMed. TWratdwd. «*ldlaidlUnft«tivdtfe. 

tf A feted «r pncimu ■toM. It CHitttrioff. 
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And on. her head a ch&ptot fresh of hm^ 
Of plomis puted red, and white, and blB*^ 

Full of quaking spoagis bright as gold, 
Forged of shape like to the amorets, 
So new, so fresh, so pleasant to behold, 
The plomis eke like to the flower jooets,* 
And other of shape, like to the flower jonets; 
And above all this, there was, well I wot, 
Beautif enough to make a world to doat. 

About her neck, white as the fire amail,t 
A goodly chain of small orfevory,! 
Whereby there hong a raby without flu], 
Like to ane heart shapen verily. 
That as a spark of low,^ so wantonly 
Seemed burning upon her white throat, 
Now if there was good party, || God it woe. 

And for to walk that fresh May's morrow. 
That goodlier had not been seen to-forow,f 
As I suppose j and girt she was alite,** 
Thus halflings loose for haste, to such delight 
It was to see her youth in goodlihede, 
That for rudeness to speak thereof I dread. 



*A kind of Illy. It is conjectured that the royal poetirnqr 
bare allude covertly to the name of his mistress, which, fi ths 
diminutive, was Janet, or Jonet. ( TVtom»on*§ Edition oflBmt^t 
QMhoiT. hrt, 1824.1 

t Enamel. lOoldwork. IFlame. HBafiiia 

TSUffatlj. «*Kiiow]adffB. 
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In her was youth, beauty, with humble aporti 
Bounty, riches, and womanly feature, 
God better wot than my pen can report ; 
Wisdom, largess, estate, and cunning* sure, 
In every point so guided her measure. 
In wor4 m. deed, ia shape, in couBtG^MM, 
That nature might no more her child avance ! 



And when she walked had a little thraw 
Under the sweete greene boughis bent. 
Her fair fresh face, as white as any snaw, 
She turned has, and furth her wayis weat; 
But tho began mine aches and torment, 
To see her part and follow I na mi^t ; 
Methought the day was turned into nighit. 



ANNE BOLETN, 

glOOIID QVIKN or HIHRT TBS SIORTH.<^^ 
BoBM 1607. Died 1636. 



A DIEGE. 

I. 
DmuD is my name full sorei 

Throagh cniel spyte and false report. 
That I may say for evermore, 

Farewell, my joy ! adewe, comfort ! 
For wrongfully ye judge of me, 

Unto my fame a mortall wounde, 
Say what ye lyst, it will not be. 

Ye seek for that cannot be fonnd. 

II. 
Death ! rocke me on sleepe, 

Bring me on quiet reste ; 
Let passe my verye guiltless goste 
Out of my carefull brest ; 
Toll on the passinge bell, 
Ringe out the dolefull knell, 
IiCt the sounde my dethe tell, 
For I must dye. 
There is no remedye, 
For now I dye. 
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My paynes who can express ! 

Alas ! they are so stronge, 
My dolor will not suffer strength, 

My lyfe for to prolonge ; 
Toll on the passinge biell, &c 

Alone in prison stronge, 

I wayle my destenye ; 
Wo worth this cruel hap that I 

Should taste this miserye. 
Toll on the passinge bell, &e. 

Farewell my pleasures past, 

Welcum my present pajme ; 
I fele my torments so increse, 
. That lyfe cannot remayne. 
Cease now the passinge bell, 
Bong is my dolefuU knell. 
For the sound my deth doth tell, 
Death doth draw nye, 
Sound my end dolefully, 
For now I dye.* 

♦Hawkins' Hist, of Miuic, roL HL, p. U. 



QUEEN ELIZABETH, Of ENGLAND, 

Bobs 1633. DoD 1008. 



QUEEN ELIZABETH'S VERSES WHILE 
PRISONER AT WOODSTOCK, 

Writ mith thareoal on a shutter, 

~Are preferred bj Hentsoer In that part of his T> aretowM ch 
hM been reprinted in ao elegant a manner at STrBAWBERRT* 
HILL. la Hentiner'a book they wen wretchedly corrupted, baft 
•re gtvMi as amimdad by his ingenious editor. The old orthogiap 
jjbft and one or two ancioat readings of Hentoier's cofj, an 
hare restored. 

Oh, Fortune ! how thy restiesse wavering state 

Hath fraught with cares my troubled witt ! 
Witness this present prisonn, whither fate 

Could beare me, and the joys I quit. 
Thou causedest the guiltie to be losed 
From bandes, wherein are innocents inclosed : 
Causing the guiltles to be straite resenred, 
And freeing those that death had well deserved. 
But by her envie can be nothing wroughte, 
So Ood send to my foes all they have thoughte. 

A. D. MDLV. EUSABBTB, PBISORBK. 



HABI. QUEM OF SCOTLAND. 

Bmit 1642. Bud 16Br. 



PRAYEE. 

I TKUST, my Father God, always in thM^I 
]ook on me, Jesus, and liberate ma ! 
In prison reclining, 
In deep sorrow pining, 
I want only thee ; 
I languish 
In anguish, 
I bow before thee ; 
Adoring, 
Imploring, 
That I may be free. 

PRAYER.— Ori^fia/. 

O Bomine Dens ! speravi in te ; 
O'care mi Jesn, nunc libera me ; 
In duri catenft. 
In miser& pcenl, 
Desidero te ; 
Sangnendo, 
Gemendo, 
Et genuflectendo ; 
Adoro, 
Imploro, 
(JtUberesme! 
13 
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flHipinnd by Kr. 8nr ABB, who fall ttUMnd to tl» 
llriBttfB air, br Dr. Huxington, of Btth : 

In this last solemn and tremendons hoar, 
My Lord! my Savibnr! I invoke thy power; 
In the sad pangs of angnish and of death, 
Receive, O Lord, thy sappliant's parting breath; 
Before tiiy hallowed cross she prostrate lies, 
O, hear her prayer ! commiserate her sighs ! 
Extend the arms of mercy and of love, 
And bear her to thy peaceful realms above. 



LAMENT OF THE QUEEN. 
[Written during her eanjinement in Foithenngaf Cntlf.] 

Alas, what am I? and in what estate? 

A wretched corse, bereaved of its heart ; 
An empty shadow, lost, nnfortonate. 

To die is now in life my only parj(. 
Foes to my greatness ! let your envy rest ; 

In me no taste for grandear now is found ; 
Consumed by grief, with heavy ills oppress'd. 

Your wishes and desires will soon be crown'd. 
And yon, my friends, who still have held me dear. 

Bethink you, that when health and heart are fled, 
And ev'ry hope of future good is dead, 

'T is time to wish our sorrows ended here ; 
And that this punishment on earth is given. 
That my pure soul may rise to endless bliss in ! 



LADY JANE QBET. 

BoBM 1637. DiBO 1654. 



Lmet in Latin, inscribed mth a pinuponher pritonmA 

THnnc not, O mortal, vainly gay, 
That thou from human woes art free ; 
The bitter cap I drink to-day 
To-morrow may be drank 1^ thee. 



CHABLES THE FIRST/ 

BoBH 1600. DiBD 1649. 



Obmat monarch of the world, from whoo^ power 

springs 
The potency and power of kings, 
Beoord the i03ral woe my suffering sings ; 

And teach my tongae, that erer did confine 

Its faculties in truth's seraphick line, 

To track the treasons of thy foes and mine. 



* These verses are found in the ' Memoirs of the Duke of Ham* 
ilton/ p. 370. It may also be found in ' Reliques of Ancient En- 

gish Poetry, rol. ii., a work kindly loaned usjQr Wendell Philips, 
urnet says, ' he had it from a gentleman, who waited on the king 
when it was written, and copied it out from the oriirinal.' It is 
there entitled, M4JBStt in misbrt : or an ixpLORAnoN to ths 
KINO OF KINGS. We find it also in Mr. Walpole's Royal and 
Noble Authors, vol i. ' The poetry is uncouth and unharmonious, 
but there are strong thoughts in it, some good sense, and a siraia 
of majestic piety.' Hume says of the sunzas, tliat ' the truth of 
the sentiment, rather than the elegance of the expression, renders 
them rery pathetic' See Hume's History. 1763, 4to, vol. v. pp. 
438, 442. It is said to have been written by Charles in Carisbrook 
Castle, in ]64d. They are almost the only verses known of his 
composition, though it is supposed he wrote a little Poem ' on a 
aniBT coNSciBNCB,' printed in the Poetical Calendar, 1763, voL 
▼iii., which was a reprint published by Nahum Tate, called ' Mia- 
caUanaa Sacra, or ' Poems on Divine and Moral Sabjecta.* 
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Natoie and law, by thy diTine deerea^ 
(The only root of righteous royalty) 
With this dim diadem invested me : 

With it, the sacred soeptrei purple roba^ 
The holy unction, and the royal globe: 
Yet am I levell'd with the life of Job. 

The fieroest furies, that do daily tread 
Upon my grief, my gray, discrowned head, 
Aro those that owe my bounty for their bread. 

They raise a war, and christen it thb oaw, 
While sacrilegious hands have best applause. 
Plunder and murder are the kingdom's laws 3 

Tjrranny bears the title of taxation, 
Berenge and robbery are reformation, 
Oppression gains the name of sequestration : 

My loyal subjects, who in this bad season 
Attend me, (by the law of God and reason,) 
They dare impeach, and punish for hi^ 



Next at the clergy do their furies frown, 
Fious episcopacy must go down, ^ 

They will destroy the crosier and the crown. 

Churchmen aro chained, and schismatickB an fteed, 
Mechanieks preach, and holy fathers bleed, 
The erown is crucified with the creed. 
13* 
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The chinch of £ii«kn4 4othftU JuImm8£hIh^ 
The pulpit is naofpt hy eifth inppelei^ 
Rrtmpitn exclodM the P^ttrnMiiR. 

The Presbyter Md iidepenieDt IMl 
Springs with WcNid blades. To main Mlipaa 
Herod and PonlMs Filate are agreed. 



The comer stone 's miaplac'd by every 
With soch A bloody method and beharionr 
Their aaoestom did crucifie oar Savionr. 

My royal oonsort, from whose fraitisl 
So many pcinoes legally have come. 
Is forced in pilgrimage to seek a tomb. 

Oreat Britain's heir is (breed into France, 
Whilst on his father's bead his foes advance : 
Poor child! be weeps oat his inheritance. 

With my own power my majesty they wisiuiid, 
In the Idag'fi name the king himself 's nnerowtt^i 
So dfikh ike dnst destioy the diamond. 

With propositions daily they enehant 

My people's ears, sach as do reason dafurt. 

And the Afanighty will not let me graift. 

They pnsntse to enect my royai stem, 
To make me great, i^ advuxoe my ^adem, 
If I will first fall 4own, and <vmnbip tbemf 
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Bnt for refosal they devoar my thrones, 
Distress my children, and destroy my bones ; 
I fear they '11 force me to make bread of stones. 

My life they prize at snch a slender rate, 
That in my absence they draw bills of hate, 
To prove the king a trayt«r to the state. 

l^elons obtain more privilege than 1, 
They are allowed to answer ere they die ; 
'T is death for me to ask the reason, why. 

Bat, sacred Savioor, with thy words I woo 

Thee to foriave, and not be bitter to 

Such, as than know'st do not know what they do. 

For since they from their lord are so diagointed, 
As to contemn those edicts he appointed. 
How can they prize the power of his anointed? 

Augment my patience, nolUfie my hate. 

Preserve my issue, and inspire my mate, 

Yet, though we perish, blkss this chuach aztd state. 



FREDERIC THE SECOND, 

nro or pEuniA.* 

Bour 1719L IhBD 1788. 



C'xsT toiy fortnne incaDStaatey 

Fsosse diyinit^ ; 

Qui poar remplir notre attentei 

Charme notre vanity. 

Menteose dans tes promesaeSi 

Injoste dans tes revers, 

n n'y a jour qui ne finisse 

Sans nous montrer ton caprice 

Par miUe tours divers. 

Par le temps et la patience 

On oblient une bonne consdenee : 

Si vous vonlez savoir qui ^rit cela, 

I«e nom de Kott vous apprendra, 

Toujours content en esp^rance. 



4iTheM Tenea were finind written on the window of Me prieon, 
which ere not recorded here for their merit, but for the imrpon 
of ehowing the contented and reeigned mind of the writer. — mu 
Dom, 2 volt. YoL I., p. 118. London, 1832. 
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TRJLSSLAT101I, 

It is thoa, inconstant Fonune, false divinity, wfao^ 
in order to fulfil onr hopes, charms our vanity. 
False in thy promises, unjust in thy reverses, there 
is no day which ends without showing us thy caprice 
in a thousand different ways. By time and patience 
a good conscience is forgotten. If you wish to know 
who wrote this, the name of Kott will inform yon, 
always content in hope. 



PAKT III. 

»TATE PRISONERS^ 



POEMS BY C H — , 

or MAmOHUflBTTS 8TATB PRiaOlf.<'''> 



TEMPERANCE FLEDGE. 

On haye I paced this lonely cell, 

With care-worn brow and heaving breast. 
And vainly seeking for some spell 

To loll this troubled heart to rest ; 
I 've searched each nook in memory's store, • 

Have traced my course from infancy, — 
And called np friends who are no more, 

Who lov'd me well, when I was free. 

I 've thought to shun that chilling blast, 
That swept my early hopes away, 

And fh)m the shadow of the Fast 
Have tried to gl^^n & cheering ray ; 
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I *rt loitered long on childhood's yearii 
When kindly friends encircled me, 

Supplied my wants dried op my teusi ^ 
Then I was happy, — I was free. 

Bat weary thought returns again, 

And then reality appear»; 
It only adds to error's chain 

Those' links* that hV9« heeb md'tb^yMI; 
I cannot hide those gnilty stains, 

I cannot shnn my misery ; 
Of all my friends not one remain tt 

'T is vain to think I e*er was free. 

My wife, my partner of the past. 

Who vowed before the holy shrine. 
As long as life's' brief coarse* shocMlnt, 

To link her earthly lot with mine — 
They say she has annulled that vow, 

And ta'en my babes away from me ; 
And even she forgets me now. 

Who loved so well when I was free. 

My friends, — they lefl me one by one. 

Like ruthless leaves when summer 's pasty 
That leave the stem they rested on 

Alone to bear the winter's blast ; 
And I alone my grief endure, 

E'en pity has no tear for me; 
And, if she had, 't would not restore 

Departed dajrs, when I was fibee. 



Yet Hope ! stiU faithful to the last, 

( Tfie prisoner sees her glittering rayt, 
lAke gems into his dungeon cast,) 

She hids me look for better da^s. 
And then experience points a coarse, 

And from temptation bids me flee, 
And bids me join this Temperance force,-— 

The Temperance Pledge will keep me finee. 

'T was Alcohol, deceitful fiend ! 

That lured me with its essence sweet ; 
I only knew him as a friend, 

I had not seen his cloven feet ; 
But now, the scales are from mf eyes. 

His hideous form too plain I see. 
To trust again, whate'er his gnise ; 

I 'U spam his path when I am £ree. 

There may be some who think me gay. 

And deem I need not pity's tear, — 
Mirth is bat feigned, to hide away 

The sorrow that is larking here. 
And ah ! they know not with what power 

The prisoner feels adversity, 
When at lone midnight's sleepless hoar 

He thinks on days when he was free. 

Oh ! Reader, may you never feel 
Those pangs that sting a guilty breast, 

The throbbing wound that cannot heal^ 
The troubled mind that cannot rest ; 

14 
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Sach sorrows that no tongae can tell. 
Of want, and woe, and misery, 

The prisoner feels in his lone cell, 
Wiib. heart that 's panting to be fine. 



These fettered limbs had parent's care, 

Who showed the path of rectitude, 
^ And taught these Ups to lisp a prayer, 

And ask of Heav'n my daily food ; 
To God my Father I will go, 

And daily bow the hamble knee ; 
And seek his aid to heal my woe, 

To keep me now, and when I 'm fret. 

And if these erring feet should tread 

Once more upon this world's broad stagey 
I 'U strive to earn my daily bread 

From precepts in the sacred page ; 
I 'U strive to do by other men 

As I would they should do by me ; 
And Grod will make me happy then, 

And from a prison keep me free. 



BLIND GIRL. 

TooxTHER through the flowery fields, 
One pleasant summer's day, 

With cautious steps, two children trod 
The smooth yet tiresome way. 



V 
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• 

The elder was a lovely twy. 

Of meek and heavenly mind ; 
The little girl was lovely too, 

But she, alas ! was blind. 

He 'd tell her how the sun by day. 

And little stars by night, 
Peeped thro' soft clouds to gild the earth 

With beams of brilliant light. 

And then he 'd call wild flowers, and weave 

A chaplet for her hair. 
And strive to make her understand 

How beautiful they were. 

Soon as her feeble limbs were tired, 

He led her from the glade, — 
And strewed with moss an easy seat 

Beneath the green tree's shade. 

Then side by side they sat them down, 

And happy seemed to be ; 
And listened to the song-bird's strain 

Of joyous melody. 

'Tell me, dear brother ! tell me if 

Yon happy bird that sings 
Is beantiial ; say, is he plumed 

With gold or azure wings ? ' 
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< Yes, dearest, he seems beantifal, 

And plumed with hues most rare ; 
And, proudly perch'd upon yon bou^ 
He 's swinging^ in the air.' 

But, as he spake, her bosom heay'd ; 

He mark'd the deep-drawn sigh, 
And saw the tear-drop on her cheek 

Fall from her sightless eye. 

The truth, with all its gathering foree. 
Had crossed her troubled mind, 

And words came trembling from her lips, 
< Shall I be always blind ? 

< I know that I can feel and hear, 

As you and mother say. 
And many things enjoy, — but shall 
I ne'er behold the day f 

< You tell me of the little birds. 

And green leaves on the tree, 
And skies serene and beautiful, 
But, shall I never see ? ' 

She clasped *her arms around his necki 
And Idss'd him o'er and o'er. 

And said, < Oonld I but see thy &oe, 
I would not sorrow more.' 
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He tried to soothe with loving words^ 

And bid her never mind ; 
That he and mother loved as well 

As if she were not blind. 

He told her of a brighter world, 

Up in the soft blue air ; 
And mother said if they were good 

They 'd see each other there. 

Soon after this, the little girl 

Grew sick, and pale, and weak ; 
Her brother still kept by her side, 

Still kissed her pallid cheek. 

He 'd kneel beside her little bed. 

And earnest pray to heaven. 
That if so pure a soul had sins. 

That they might be forgiven. 

She whispered these last moving words, 

' Oh, do not weep for me ! 
I 'm going to that brighter world 

I soon, I soon shall see.' 



THE PRISONER AT MmNIOHT. 

At the lone hour of night, in his iron-bound cell, 
When the peaceful in slumber are hush'd, 

He looks back on life to the spot where he fell. 
And mourns o'er those joys that are crushed, *- 
14* 
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O'er fiiendships withdrawn, o'er belonred OBBi fli> 
tranged, 

For he once had beloved ones like thee ; 
Bat the cap of his bliss to sorrow is r.haaggdi 

And his pleasare to deep misery. 

I knew him in childhood, in boyhood, in yoath, 
Ere his heart knew of sorrow or gnile, 

When the words from his lips were regarded as imth. 
And his face wore an innocent smile. 

I have known when his hopes in the fature loolnd 
bright, 
When a father was proad of his son, 
When a mother's fond eye beamed with anxious de- 
light, 
As she viewed the first prize he had won. 

I was present the while at the altar he stood. 
With the fair one he lov'd by his side ; 

Oh how fondly he gaz'd on the one he had woo'd, 
As she tendered her hand as his bride ! 

And I know that his heart had affection's pore flame, 
Yes," the warm flow of feeling was there, 

And I know that e'en now, since the bitterness came, 
'T is that same one his heart holds most dear. 

I knew him a father, when he cheerfully smilsd 
On the loved one that dung to his knee. 

And he thought, while caressing his beautifol cfaUd, 
There was no one more happy than he. 
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I j the destroyer soon lured hioi awmji 
And ihose happy endearments are gone, 
And the victtm is doomed in a prison to laj. 
There unheeded to sorrow alone. 

I saw the sad change hovering over his fate, 

When chill poverty entered his door, 
When creditors came too impatient to wait, 

It grieved him to feel he was poor. 

Then I saw the dark shadow o'ermantling his brow, 

As if telling the straggle within, 
For the dear ones he loved looked cold on him now, 

And the eyes that once shone were now dim. 

I have followed him still to his gloomy abode, 
When his heart-strings with anguish were press'd, 

I have been near his pillow when the tear«drops have 
flow'd 
From the fountain of grief in his breast. 

I have heard the deep sigh ! the lone prisoner's ^|^ ^ 
When the soul struggles hard with despair — 

And ah ! I have heard, when no one was nigh, 
The contrite petitioner's prayer. 



THE MOONBEAM. 

Om night as I lay on my pallet of straw, 
And gazed through my dungeon's dark gloom, 

Methonght as I gazed some fair vision I saw, — 
'T was a moonbeam had totered my room. 
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It was bat a moonbeam, tho' strango to my B|kt, 

As a comet that seldom appears ; 
I knew of bright orbs that iUnmine the night. 

Yet I had not beheld them for years. 

It was bat a speck, and it soon was away, 
Still it cheered me as onward it moved, 

To think, by some chance, perhaps this simple raj 
Might sinile on some one that I loved. 

T welcomed the stranger, I welcome it stiU, 

I watch for its coming with glee ; 
It reminds me of Him by whose generoos will 

It visits poor creatures like me. 



PRISONER AND HIS MOUSE. 

Ih my dreary abode, when the day had gone by, 

I was left to myself, o'er misfortunes to brood, 
When thou, little stranger, poor, hungry, and shy, 

First crept thro' yon crevice, in search of some ibod; 
I pitied thy weakness ; it told me of mine. 

And on whose kind will all our blessings depend ; 
It taught me, tho' starving, I need not repine ; 

And for teaching me Uiis, I have own'd thee my 
friend. 

Some may call thee a poor, insignificant thing, 
And deem thee unworthy one thought or regret ; 

But, ah ! they don't know what strange sympathies 
spring 
When they hide from the heart what it cannot forget. 
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« 

For tboa irert my friend, when all others beside 
Toraed coldly away, with fear and distnist ; 

Thou half seemed to love me, and learn to confide ; 
And came to me daily, and shared in my crost. 

Bat where art thoa now., little visitor, where ? 

I have looked for thee long, and would welcome 
thee still ; 
Tbo' ray portion is scant, I have something to spuoy 

And the little thou need'st I woold give with good 
will. 
Oh where canst thou tarry, or what has befell, — 

I 'm lonesome without thee, poor innocent one ; 
Thy presence oft brightened my solitude's cell, 

But since thou hast left me, 't is gloomy and lone. 



PRISONER'S RESOLUTION. 

Fab from home and all who love us. 
Far from wives and children dear ; 

None to cheer, but all reprove us. 
We a chilling burden bear. 

Why did we, when evil lured us. 
Yield to sin? though strong its power, 

Better far had right secured us 
From the wrong of that sad hour. 

I^et us in the hfe before us 
Aim to do whate'er is right ; 

What more surely will restore us 
Than to walk by virtue's light t 
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Friends and kindred then will aid ns, 
Hope will lend her cheering rays. 

All will love, and none upbraid us, 
Heav'n will send us happier days. 



TO MY SISTER. 

Fob a time 1 am doomed midst strangers to wander, 
Far, far from my home, and all who are dear. 

Still fond recollection grows fonder and fonder ; 
My heart is with thee, I know thine is here. 

Yes, yes, dearest sister, I believe thee still kind, 
I know thou 'rt the same, and ever wilt be ; 

Xho' fortune frowns darkly, it cannot unbind 
Or sever those ties that hold thee and me. 

Ab a rock in the ocean, when waves dash aroond il, 
Defies the fierce storm and the wild angry blast, 

Thy love is as firm, as unchanged I have found it, 
I know it will live and endure to the last. 

There 's forgiveness with thee when all others revile, 
And turn from me coldly with looks of disdain, 

Tho* the world may disown me, thou still hast a smile, 
Will welcome me home and will cheer me again. 

Thou art in my thoughts both morn, noon, and even^ 
I know though I 'm absent H is the same still with 
thee, 

And when thou presentest thy ofiering to heaven, 
I know there 's a prayer intended for me. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

M 19 — the poor despised ones of our fallen race^ 
A re cooped within these gloomy granite towers ; 
S ummers and winters pass with creeping pace, 
S easons have no change — Spring time hath no 

flowers, 
A ntiimn, once so loved, so balmy and serene, 
C omes cheerless now to these poor, sorrowing eyes. 
H eavenly orbits course their glittering paths unseen, 
U nseen are those bright gems whose beauty fills the 

skies. 
S lee^riless nights and joyless days here go and come ; 
£ venings or mornings bring no cheering ray ; 
T here 's no endearing welcome to a happy home ; 
T here 's nought to crown the labors of the day. 
S tranger, — whoe'er thou be, or whatsoe'er thou art^ 
S ore thou with kindly words can pity show, — 
'T would bring a warmer feeling to the chilled heait| 
A nd raise a hope where all is hopeless now. 
T hese poor despised ones all have hearts like thee ; 
E ach one can feel the cheering power of love. 
P erchance thou might with words of sympathy 
R aise their stray thoughts to better things above. 
I f they have fallen in temptation's snare, 
S till they have kindred claims which God has given; 
O loL ! lead them back with kindly words, and spare 
N o tones of love, but cheer them on to heaven. 
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PRISONER'S ADDRESS TO HIS MOTHER.* 

I 'tb wandered far from thee, mother, 

Far from oar happy home; 
I 'Te leA the land that gave me birth, 

In other lands to roam ; 
And Time, since then, has rolled his yeaciy 

And marked them on my brow— 
Yet still I 'ye oAen thought of thee — 

I 'm thinking of thee now. 



4> Thii poem breathes a tenderaese and a love whieh few wrttea 
ean portray. How affecLionately does ihe prisoner allude to hif 
mother! How much is expressed in thai word? Even thosi 
who hare not known h moilier'a care must respo^id to the Bak- 
ing term. Hard indeed must that heart be that can resist its io- 
flueuce. How endeariner the connection i There is a holy, hal- 
lowing atmosphere thrown around ihe simple relation. How 
powerftil is thai influence when extending over our in&nt jeara, 
when it moulds the whole character ! And when w« laaTa b« 
festering care, and enter upon the stem duties of life, amidst its 
eonfliets and temptations, how often are we reminded of her feftih 
fiilness ! How often does her angel spirit breathe unon the aooi, 
and lead it tiack to virtue and repentance ! How aomirably has 
this prisoner, in his lone cell, depicted the strength and ferrencj 
of a mother's lore t Degraded by his rices, he still remsmlMCi 
the parental roof — the fond hour when the mother 'decked bar 
darling boy.' How much is expressed in that line — 

' And I lore tbe« Just the mom, mother 1* 

Then, as he pours forth his prayer to his fend parent, ha caOa ti 
mind that abe may have left the trials of earth, and entered apoa 
those scenes whsre ' tlie wicked cease from troubling, and tha 
weary are at rest.' The whole poem is rich in santireent, aad 
few can read it without the deepest emotions. To add to its in- 
terest, it 1ms been set to music by a fellow prisoner ; and we had 
tlie pleasure of hearing It sung by the author himself, with Urns 
others, in prison. We have received a copy, and placed it in the 
fearth part of our book, entitled ' Music or the Prison.' Since the 
poem was written, the ntithor has been diecharged from priaon. 
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I 'm UnnkiBf of those days, motlier, 

When, with such earnest pride, 
Ym walched the dawnings of my yooth, 

And pressed me to your side ; 
Then love had filled my trusting heart 

With hopes of future joy, 
And thy1}ngfat fancy honors wotre 

To dedc thy < darling boy.' 

I 'm fibialdng on the day, mother, 

I left thy watchful care. 
When thy fond heart was lifted up 

To heaven ; thy trust was there ; 
And memory brings thy parting words, 

When tears fell o'er thy cheek ; 
But thy last, loving, anxious look, 

Told more than words could speek. 

I 'm £eur away tern thee, mother, 

No kindz«d near me now. 
To soothe me with a tender wovd. 

Or cool my burning brow ; 
The dearest ties affection wove 

Are aU now torn from me ; 
They left me when the trouble caaie. 

They did not love like thee. 

I would not have thee know, modier. 

How bri^itest hopes decay •^ 
Tlw tempter, with Ids baneful cup^ 

Has dashed them all away ; 
15 
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And shame has left its renomed ttdng. 
To rack with angaish wild ! 

Twoald hreak thy tender heart to 
The sorrows of thy child. 

I 'm lonely and forsaken now. 

With inward grief oppressed ; 
Yet still I would not have thee know 

How sorely I 'm distressed ; 
I know thon wonld'st not chide, mothflr^ 

Thou would'st not give me pain, 
But cheer me with thy softest woidS| 

And bid me hope again. 

I know thy tender heart, mother, 

Still beats as warm for me 
As when I left thee, long ago. 

To cross the broad blue sea ; — 
And I love thee just the same, mothfir, 

And long to hear thee speak. 
And feel once more thy balmy breath 

Upon my care-worn cheek. 

But ah ! there is a thought, mother, 

Pervades my beating breast, — 
That thy freed spirit may have flown 

To its eternal rest ; 
And as I wipe the tear away, 

There whispers in mine ear 
A voice that speaks of heaven and thas^ 

And bids me seek thee then. 



POEM BY WILUAM B , 

or 1SA88ACHU8KTT8 8TATK PftI80V. 



A VOICE FROM PRISON .♦ 

Tub thnnder of cannon — the pealing of bells — 
The waving of banners — the pleasare-timed 
voices — 

The billow-like music that around ns swells. 
Proclaim that the heart of the nation rejoices. 



By the spirit of freedom, of truth and of love. 

Vast plans of philanthropy spring into birth ; 
To send the cross-banner, the peace-bearing dove, 

On missions of mercy all over the earth — 
To scatter the leaves of the healing-tree wide — 

To stay the career of unhallowed emotion — 
The wigwam to cheer on the lone mountain-side— 

The sailor to bless 'mid the storms of the ocean — 

* This poem was written by a prisoner, and recited hj him at 
• celebration in the prienn, on our National Independence. 1845. 
Tbere is an organization in the prison, got up under the excel- 
lent adminiatration of Hon. Fradericic Robinson, the warden. It 
is called 'The Massachusetu Sute Prison Society, for Moral 
Improrement and Mutual Aid.' The prieoners have their own 
choice about joining. A mors particular account of the aoclatj 
may be found in nou XT. at the end of the work. 
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Bat stay ! for the friend of the pris'ner appears! 

The warm hand of sympathy raises him ap, 
(With love's silken mantle assuaging his tears,) 

And points out the pathway of Virtvb and Hofs ; 
Then, feeling the chords of sweet brotherhood thrill, 

He barsts from the bonds that to misery lx>and bim; 
The glad smile of peace, and the voice of good-will, 

Are scattered like sunlight and melody round him. 

He, freely receiving, as freely imparts, 

At each opportunity, solace to grief; 
He knows the deep anguish of sorrow-crashed 
hearts; 

He knows, too, the balm that brings spoedy reMef ; 
When every prisoner's bosom shall glow 

With a love-kindled flame of regard for each 
other J 
The sweetest endearments of home we shall know, 

And every man be a friend and a brother. 

When Time, in his rapid, onceasing career, 

Has filled up the measure stem Law must dftmand ; 
And brought to the captive the Jubilee year, 

He issues, (still guided by Mercy's pure hand,) 
He goes, with his feelings all chastened by love, 

To mourn over actions committed in blindness — 
Goes forth to exhibit, to feel and to prove, 

The soul-healing power that accompanies 



POEMS BY 



WXITTCN FOR THE LADIES' FAIR, HELD IN BCMTTOlf, 
JX AID OF THE PRISONER, MAT 1, 1847.* 

To Strains of gay masic, enchantingly sweet, 
. With 'raptured delight have I listened ; 
When harmony seemed at a centre to meet, 
And echo endeavored the notes to repeat, 
And bright were the tear-drops that glistened. 

But sweeter the music that thrilled through my breut, 

When I heard the <glad tidings' imparted, 
That hands, (long extended to aid the distressed,) 
By WOMAN were now to be succored and biess'd — 
By woman, the true and kind-hearted. 

Ik seems to have been the Creator's design. 

That man, in discharge of his daty, 
Should toil at the quarry, the forest, the mine, 
Till woman advanced in her sweetness divine, 

Bestowing perfection and beauty. 

* Th« fiiir was heard of, by mere chance, in the MaaaachoMtta 
ftate prison, and the author felt moved to aend theae tvro pnema, 
accompanied with a polite note, in which he aays, 'For ioof 
jean no item of news has kindled such feelings in my bosom ; 
and here, in my loneliness, I find it impossible to dismiss the 
subject from my mind. * * * Please accept the linsa aa an 
•xpnMkm of iho feallDgi of a larfs number of man hora.' 

15» 
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For when yon proud granite* man's wisdom dettd^ 

And the object seemed baffled, defeated ; 
The ladies came forth, with true feminine pride, 
And labored their hasbands and brothers beside, 
And Banker's tall shaft was completed. 

Now, onward ! ye friends of the prisoner, on ! 

The structure ye rear shall not perish ; 
Oh ! cease not your toil till the Tery last stone 
Has reached its position that structure upon, 

And crowned the fond hopes ye now cherish* 

Ye sisters of charity ! daughters of love I 

Whose toils to the captive are given, 
Earth's labor and care unrequited may prove, 
B«t soon shall the Saviour translate yon above» 

To engage in the worship of heaven. 



GOOD TIME COMING. 

'Thsrb's a good time coming, boys -*-& good lisDift 

coming ;' 
For now we hail the vision light, 
That ushers in the rising light 

Of the good time coming. 
Its blessings shall be free to all. 

The aged and the younger, » 

The free, the bond, the great, the small : 

'Wait a little longer.' 

* Yldo Hifltory of Banker Ritt MonunMiit. 
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'^JHelfv^^ A good tinte eootmg, boyt-w.* foodtlili 

coming/ 
And even now the ptistm-oeXL 
Is vocal with l%« notes that teXL 

Of the good time coming. 
Bolts and bars may vice restrain, 

Bat LovB, with motives stronger^ 
Within her heart: begins her leiga : 

'Wait a litUe longer.' 



^There's a good time coming, hoys — a good 

coming/ 
And no man will be found to urge 
The radc, the gallows, or the scourge, 

In the good time coming. 
Reform ! the cheering word, reform, 

Bids Virtue's nerves grow stronger. 
And breaks the force of Passion's storm : 

< Wait a little longer.' 



< There's a good time coming, boys — a good tiSM 

coming,' 
For Justice, once so stem and dread. 
Becoming mild, shall Msbot wed, 

In the good time coming. 
The laws applied by Mercy's hands 

Shall act with force the strongw, 
For Justice no revenge demands : 

< Wait a tittle longer.' 
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'Tbera'* a good time coming, boys — a good 

coming.' 
The gospel lamp, by candor trimmed^ 
Shall barn with brightness nnbedimmed, 

In the good time coming. 
Vice and crime shall be abhorred, 

Bat Pity, being stronger, 
Shall draw their victims by her cord : 

< Wait a litUe longer.' 

A good time, Prisoners — a good time is comiBg; 
Though trae, and firm, and wise oar friends, 
Yet on oar hamble selves depends 

The good times coming. 
Then let us all * act well oar parts,' 

And give them faith the stronger, 
And cheer their sympathizing hearts ; aiid«* 

<Wait a little longer.' 



POEMS BY JOHN QUINEB, OF BEVERLY, ^ 

FORMERLY OF l[A8e4CHU8ETTS 8TATB PRISON. 



THE CAPTIVE MANIAC. 

It is the depth of night, and all 
Is silence deep and gloom profosBd; 
There is no light, nor ^ech, nor sound, 

Within the convict's dungeon wall. 
Is there no restless sufferer there, 
Whose groanings mark his deep despair? 
Hath slumber choked the eye of care 

With universal paD ? 

Oh ! many a mother's wretched son 
Sleeps in that living sepulchre ; 
And the damp, shrouding, midnight air 

Hangs over many a waking one. 
And though his outward sense be sealed, 
His soul roams o'er a boundless field, 
And hell is more than half revealed. 

Where his dark fancies run. 

No silence is too deep for thought, 
No gloom too dark for the soul's eye ; 
And many a web of fearful dye 

At midnight in the heart is wrought. 



t7B VOICES FROM PRISON. 

Guilt hath no need of speech or light 
To shake its prey with wild affright, 
And hopeless misery 's piercing sighl 
With qaenchless glance is fraught. 

There is a cry — what should it he ? 
Or groan, or agonizing wail ; 
Again — and with a louder swell — 

It rends the night's black canopy. 
It tells not of despair nor pain — 
Speaks not of dungeon or of chain. 
But echoes the glad ship-boy's strain. 

Upon the bounding sea. 

Hark ! through the vaulted arch of stone, 
Sounds that the free expanse of air 
And the blue ocean-wave should beai 

In their proud liberty alone, 

' With freedom's melody beguile 
The maniac of his fitful smile. 
And deck his prison's dreary pile 

With scenes of gladness gone. 

There was a time, there was a day, 
When I that joyous shouting heard — 
The real exultation shared 

Of the rude sailor's roandelav. 
When on the deck I musing stood. 
And the receding mountains viewed. 
And dreamed of all the flowers that strewed 

My blissful future way. 



FAREWELL TO MY n.VTB. 179 

I revelled then — the gorgeous scene 
Of bright Italia's land was there, 
And classic hannts, and relics rare, 

With bright-eyed fair ones' forms between. 
All that could charm the yonthfol breast, . 
All that was fair, and high, and blest, 
By hope produced, by fancy dressed, 

In that gay dream was seen. 

I am awake — oh! where are fled 
The golden paintings of that hour? 
What blighting hand's tremendous power 

Hath struck those living glories dead ? 
All gone ! great Heaven ! what now is henf 
What sights of woe, what sounds of fear f 
The maniac's shout, the bitter tear, 

And a dark dungeon bed. 



FABEWELL TO MY FLUTE. 

Go! hide thee in the woods again. 
From whence thou hast thy birth ; 

For thou hast sung the latest strain 
Thou 'It carol upon earth. 

Oo, hide thee in thy parent trunk, 
And tnm thy couch of death, 

And there, in darksome silence sank. 
Sigh fiarth thy dying breath. 
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nj dying breath? yet, no! ^ ttajl 

Bat slumber for a whilei 
Perhaps again may come the day 

When I shall see thee smile. 

Poliape again may come the hour. 

When, warbling as before, 
With many a bright and taloshhig Anptr 

Thoa shalt be clustered o^er. 

And in the grovC; or on die sea. 
Beneath the moon's sweet Ught, 

Thou 'It wake full many a strain for me^ 
To charm the lonely m^t. 

To charm the listening ear of loirei 
Qr friendship's kindred heart ; 

Or with the seraph's songs above, 
To take thy tuneful part. 

Perchance thou 'It wake, when, distant 
From friends, and joy and hooie, 

A sad and lonely traveller, 
Through foreign climes I roam; 

When on the wild and wizard strand 

Of some Peruvian shore, 
Or on Arabia's burning sand. 

Where song ne'er waked befinre. 



TO TSI WOOK. 181 

FBrchaaee thou 'It nerer breatn^ H»*ub» 

Bat) faasbed in deadi; ^ mBte ; 
Then have I heard thy dying strain^ 

Ji|r tweetly-warbUng flute. 

If 80, farewell ! and take with thee 

My deep and fond regretp 
To think the light thou shedst on me 

•Should aU so darkly set. 



TO THE MOON. 

STttSb f Htti^ing there as dear and fUr 

As when my life was new — 
Sweet orb of night, thy gentle Ught 

Is shxonded from my view. 

A prison's gloom, and captive 's doooiy 

Are now my desp«raite fate ; 
Of all bereft, e'en thou hast left 

My heart all desolate. 

Fond memory strays around thy days, 

'WhA afi my life was mirth — 
When Friendship smiled, and Hope begmM. 

And made a heaven on earth. 
16 
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ON SEEING A BIRD FLYING PAST XT 
PRISON WINDOW. 

Oat, flattering warbler, stay thy flight. 

And hover for a moment here ; 
Or is the summer sky too bright 
To let thee carb thy grand career? 
Thoa ttayest not, bat hast wisely flown 
From iron grates and walls of stone. 

(Jngrateftil bird, whom in the hoar 

Of my ancloaded infancy. 
From thy unpitying tyrant's power 
My hand with trembling joy set free— 
Dost thoa not know the voice which gave 
Thee freedom when thoa wert a slave ? 

The world's corruption spreads amain, 

When sach as thoa th' infection hast ; 
Thoa carest not for another's pain, 
Nor load'st thy heart with kindness past; 
Thoa only pay'st thy gratitude 
Where former gifts can be renewed. 

Farewell! if, with the captive's woe, 

The felon's dark revenge were mine, 
I should in anger see thee go, v 
And wish a fate of misery thine ; 
But no ! I would there were a spell 
Of ceaseless joy in my farewell. 



POEMS BY 8 H /^ 

rOBMIRLT or KT. PLSA8AMT PRISON, •»• Hm, V.T. 



TO HY SISTEB, ON HER BIBTH-DAY. 

Tht birth-day, with the opening year, 
' Again is come, my sister dear ; 
But oh! it comes not, as of old, 
With smiling friends, and bliss untold, 

To smooth life's ragged way ; 
It comes to tell of pleasures fled, 
Of happy faces long since dead ; 
Of kind companions, loved, adored, 
Who gathered round our frugal board. 

To cheer the passing day. 

It comes to tell of seasons bright, 
Which have not been improved aright*— 
Of fancied griefs, which, if compared. 
Were joys, with those I 've lately shaiedy 

For such but few have felt ; 
I hear it speak of hopes decayed, 
Of man, confiding man, betrayed 



184 VOICES FROM PRISON. 

By one who mmrnnred at the breast 
To which thy own young lips were presti 
And at the same lap knelt. 

In one lone thought a joy I find, 
Whic^ tends to soothe my troal^ed mindi 
Which triumphs o'er all minor grie( 
Aadr in iis stqva aSorda reUei^ 

Has balm for wounds like mine ; 
Though change in afi things else appear, 
One heart there is that 's still sincere ; 
And beats as fondly as in hours 
WheA hom^ was strewn, with chUdhood^ii iowen ; 

That heart •^tka heart i& thine* 



The star of hope begins to rise, 
And gild the long o'eroUmded skies 
With brighter beams than they cas loom, 
Who haire not felt a kindred woe, 

And wore the captive's link ; 
Before the year has run its not 
I '11 hasten to thy fond embrace. 
And in a Img — lamg, haU«ved tat% 
My Ml reality of bUas 

Agai% as ant, I'll driak. 



VASmNOTOMUN 803f«. ISf 



THE CONVICT TO HIS BIBLE. 

Hbatbh'8 best and dearest treasaxei 
Becord of the great I Am, 

Source of comfort, source of pleasun, 
Erer-flowihg, healing balm. 

Are we in affliction cradled ? 

Thoa canst make the bitter nw^ei, 
And by thy support enabled, 

Human ills we calmly meet. 



Beacon light of man's sal^ration^ 
Guardian of domestic bands ! 

Purest fortress of our nation, 
Bock on which our freedom 



WASHnfGTONUN SONO. 

Tomb— B/«8 Boimtto. 

Mabch, march, brave Washingtonian, 

March to the conquest, the field is before y«| 
Strike, strike, the foe *s not a puny one, 
Strike untU Alcohol's hosts flee before jon: 
Brothers will bless you, 
Sisters caress you, 
16# 



18B rotOEB FxoK naaos. 



ML Mom to be moved by ft friendly emotioB» 
To foolhe my oonditum they all seem inrlina^ 

Jjnd ier?e to engender the warmest devotion. 
When viewed through the grate by wh&di Ite 
, confined. 

,0 deem not my cell an asylnm of sonow^* 
There 's joy to be foand in a region like this, 

80 long as thy child from misfortane can bomv 
A lustre that lights np (he fntare with blias; 

My crimes are fcx'gotten, my sins are forgiven, 
My hopes are all anchored where thine long haw 
been. 

And, mother— fond mother — I '11 meet thee in heav« 
en, 

Wboi aweetly redeemed from this transitn 



HOLY AMBITION. 

I 'm somewhat ambitions, I own ; 

If not, there were cause to repine ; 
I ardently pant for a crown. 

That crown, if I will, may be mine ; 
On wealth my affections are placed, 

I covet what others have gained. 
And fnii ffflf their nleasnres to taste. 

I leave not a mosde nnstrained. 



HOLY iiMBITIOKT. IM 

Bm is it with wetMi that decays, 

I 'd fa» see mj coffers o*erflo«r. 
Or garlands of popular piaiae, 

I seek to eneirele My brow ? 
I woald not with warriors tread 

Through rivers of warm, gashing goie, 
O'er heaps of the mangled and dead, 

For wreaths by the conqueror wore. 



O no ! it 's not these I 

I aim at a loftieF prize, 
To holier things I aspire — 

My treasure is hid ia the skies; 
Eternity's splendors I seek, 

A station adjoining its throne, 
The joys of the hamble and meek, 

Whose martyrdom won them renown. 

Vain iancy has never disctosed. 

When lost in presamptuons flight, 
Nor carnal ambition proposed 

Enjoyments so lasting and bright ; 
Fond youth, in its loreliest dreams, 

Ne'er pictured so lovely a land, 
Or compassed the glory which besuns 

Around its victorious band. 

O were my ambition to sleep 
Shut out from a region so (hir, 

My soal would eternally weep. 
And writhe in the pangs of 
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-^U a e pm tabe moved by a friendly emotkiBt 

To KXKhe my condition they all seem incliaadf 
^"And serve to engender the warmest devotion, 
Wbewx viewed through the giate by which I' 
mfined. 



' O deem, not my cell an asylam of sorrow —^ 
There 's joy to be found in a region like this, 

So lon§r 3^ tijy child from misfortune can borrow 
A lustre that lights up the futare with bliss; 

My crimes are fOTgotten, my sins are forgiven, 

My Hopes are all anchored where thine long haTe 



And, motlier— fond mother — I »11 meet thee in he»v- 
When «^p«etly redeemed from this transitn 



HOLY AMBITION. 

I *M somewhat ambitions, ^ ^^^ » 
If not, there were caus© ^ repine •, 
^[f «ntly pant for a croi^' 
That crown, if i ^-^ ^^y be mine ; 
On wealth my affections *^ placed, 
I covet what others h»<* ^^^^ 



•.a 
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POEM BY OBADIAH PARKERS 

fOHMXRLT or MT. FLIABANT PRISON, SING SINO, V.T. 



THE PRISONER'S ADIEU. 

Aonv, ye green trees, ye soft mendows, adiea ; 
Ye rocks, and ye moantains, I hasten from yon ; 
No more shall my eyes with your beauties be bksti 
No more shall ye soothe my sad bosom to rest. 

Te birds, who so sweetly, on each verdant spray, 
Now twitter your love and yoar troubles away, 
Ah, what woold I give in your pleasures to share, 
To stray where I please, and to breathe the fresh air ! 

• 

Ye fishes so nimble, that sport in the stream, 
Beyived by the warmth of the son's cheering beam, 
No more shall I witness your skill in the wave, 
Debarred from all freedom on this side the grave. 

No more shall I taste the pare breezes of mom, 
Nor view the soft shadows steal over the lawn, 

in, moon, nor stars shall again bless my si|^ 
oom of a prison, a cold, cheeriess night. 
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1 11 wrestle while yet there is life, 
Lest this be my last setting siiB| 

I ni tread the arena of strife, 
Nor leave it till heaven is won. 

Ten thousand celestial forms. 

Who joyously closed their career, 
Are urging me on through the storms, 

And sweeping their harps in my ear ; 
I cannot, I dare not, retreat, 

Though demons and death whet the swoid, 
My Saviour their wrath shall defeat, 

And I reap a victorious reward* 



POEM BY OBADIAH PARKER,<«« 

FORMERLY OF MT. PLEASANT PRISON, SING SING, N.T. 



THE PRISONER'S ADIEU. 

Aonttr, ye green trees, ye soft meRdows, adieu ; 
Ye rocks, and ye moantains, I hasten from yon ; 
Vo more shall my eyes with yoar beauties be blest. 
No more shall ye soothe my sad bosom to rest. 

Ye birds, who so sweetly, on each verdant spray, 
Now twitter yoar love and your troubles away. 
Ah, what would I give in your pleasures to share. 
To stray where I please, and to breathe the fresh air I 

Ye fishes so nimble, that sport in the stream, 
Revived by the warmth of the sun's cheering beam, 
No more shall I witness your skill in the wave. 
Debarred from all freedom on this side the grave. 

No more shall I taste the pare breezes of mom, 
Nor view the soft shadows steal over the l^wn. 
Nor sun, moon, nor stars shall again bless my 
The gloom of a prison, a cold, cheerless night. 
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Boll on, noble rirer, in grandeor and pride, 
Waft the stores of tliy coontry on every side^ 
Bring thy fall share of wealth from the wide aprend 

ingsea, 
Though comfort and hope most be strangers to m«. 

0, horrcNr ! my misery nevet can cease, 

Nor my bosom again know the solace of peace ; 

By ttxd scorpions of jnstice now sconrged firom mift- 

kind, 
I leave neither friendship nor pity behind. 

With the goadings of guilt, in the depths of des^ioa^ 
What words can the height of my anguish dedaie I 
The just laws of my country have fixed my sad dooi% 
To be buried alive in the damp dungeon's tomb. 

What is life without liberty, oft have I said, 
To sweeten pale poverty's pittance of bi^ad; 
These chains and a prison extort a deep sigh, 
Sfy heart sinks within me — I languish to die. 

Fariswell to my friends, now unwilling to own 
That such a vile outcast they ever have known, 
Oh» that pang ! but 't was due to my childm and 

wife, 
O pity and pardon a prisoner for life. 



POEM By W Q— ,<^ 

wouattiA 6r nt. MjtA^Atrt Ptimni, mh^ mmi v.t. 



fS£ WISDOM OF mStlNGT. 

▲ wiTB^KiNO rose beside me hungi 

Whose petals hid a laboring bee. 
That briskly toil'd and sweetly sang, 

Yet all nnseen^ unheard by me. 
The frait of many hours of toil 

Bore heavy 'neath her wearied wing { 
I little thought my hand could spoil 

The peace of such a gentle thkig -, 
In erual haste the leares were snatched away*** 
iSlft bee, alas ! became jny mangled prey. 

I felt her struggle) heard her moan. 

And quickly set my captive free ; 
Her piteous look and plaintive tone, 

Oh, what reproofs were they for me f 
Her nectar stores were all despoiPd ; 

She sang no more in cheerful glee ; 
Her light, transparent wings were soU'd; 

Her airy form bruised wantonly ; 

In nlenoe tfauere she took a mild survey 

O'er har lost sweets so rudely swept away. 
17 
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« 
She quickly saw the fnU extent 

Of her sad loss, then raised her eyes 
To mark the son, that downward went, 

In his bright pathway throng the 
No breath of time was vainly spent 
In doll regrets o'er sorrows past ; 
She seem'd to know each tithe was lent, 
Each golden hoar was flitting fast ; 
Fcnrgetting all, she smoothed her wings with can, 
Then darted, hamming, throagh the fragrant air. 

The wisdom of that little bee, 

How clear it shone in her dark hoar! 
How mighty that philosophy 

O'er which misfortune hath no power ! 
She lay within the very hand 

That roughly crashed her fragile form, 
Tet stang it not — a lesson grand 

For me, the sport of passion's storm ; 
Stke taught me, too, how she could proudly rise^ 
Throagh darkest clouds to Hope's serener ddea. 



POEM BY C. S. S,BOTINQTON.*» 



THE CONDEMNED. 

I LOYB the glittering scenes of life — 

The world's gay revelry ! 
Though brief have been my youthful dayii 

They still are dear to me ; 
I love to gaze on beauty's smile. 

And kiss her tears away ; 
I love to hear the soft-breathed words 

Of thrilling poesy. 

* Old nature's wild-wood lovelinessy' 

The forest, hill, and dell, 
Are all too dear, without a sigh, 

To breathe a last farewell. 
And still, with rapture I behold 

Creations wonders, where 
Each star stands glimmering in its ^hflre. 

Like islands of the fur. 
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I lore to pause and listen to 

The monnaring of the sea, 
The sighing hreeze, the wood-bird's noCey 

All nature's minstrelsy. 
And 'mid the haunts of early days 

Doth memory fondly dwell, 
JUitd paint; with varied colors Inri^hty 

fiaeh scene onee known so w^. 

Methinks that now the merry laagh 

Of school-mates I can hear ; 
Each friendly voice of memory seems 

Still ringing in my ear. 
E'en now I see each maiden's blnskf 

^a^h smile of artless joy, 
Each feature that I ga^^ upon, 

A happy, thoughtless boy. 

An4 fth ! how true remembrance p«b|t« 

One dear-loved object there — 
The bright blue eye, the lily cheek, 

The rose-bud in her hair. 
(Be still, my heart — remembrance socn 

Will sketch less fhithfully, 
And death thy thrilling tumult hash 

Through all eternity.) 

But, oh ! most sadly dear is still 

My mother's parting sigh, 
Her last fond kiss, her soft embrtee. 

The bright tear in her eye ; 
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And e'er till death will on my nind 

Her words prophetic dwell -^ 
' We may not meet again, my boy ; 

God bless thee---&re thee well!' 

Yet, thoagh my mind calls up the paat 

To cheer the fnttire view, 
Sooa must the world, the lored of liii^ 

Beoeiye my last adieu ; 
The fisarful words have been prononneedf 

That seat my earthly doom, 
And with the Springes first flower will flidi 

liy tonn within the tomb. 

Before Ae destined day arrives, 

The anxious world shall see 
One effort for my distant friends— 

One for my memory. 
If I succeed, then can I say, 

With cheerful ecstasy, 
'0, death ! where is thy stingf 0, 

Where is thy victory f 

~ h 1835. I 
IT* 
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mr noTHEE. 

Mt woes hut would ^ ligh^ 
Were it not for thee ; 

M J 8a4 pulhwty M fariJiH 
As thwigh I wtm fipesb 



For I know thy iond b^art, mcApb 

Is tossed Uk«^ 999.; 
WhUe afflictio9k'«4Md4lii^ iMhpr, 

6ft, oft, in my lone ceM, vm^TW 

The tear diops for thee. 
For thoQ deserrest well, nuM^, 

Remembrance from me. 

The world 's filled with woe, nuNhir, 

With sorrow and gloom; 
And tears will oft overflow, mothery 

Onr path to the tomb 
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Bat why, why weep thou move, mollMr« 

In sorrow for me | 
The cloads will pass o'er, moiheri 

And bring peace to thee. 

The prison doors will ope, mother, 

lb freedom and me ; 
^|»4 t^if 4eijr-9tajr of h9|)^ iqotli^ 

VTiXi dawn npon thee. 

Though wkA)inam4x9id%, mecho^ 

My sweet hom« and me, 
Tet what'er shall betide, mother, 

1 11 still think of thee. 

7ih,XS42. 
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Kay, looked she forward widi a motiMr*! iMpft 
To aflfef yean, when tke enervate bake 
Upon her knee a stalwart man should gRnr, 
And on life's tioabled ocean lanach his basqpt. 



And he, the guardian of my youth, whose loeki 
Are whiten'd with the frosts of three-scoTf yean— 
Who rear'd me nobly, placed me where the son 
Of science shed abroad its radiant light, 
Bade to worship, honor, and t' avoid 
The snares that vice had thrown around the woAi, 
And fitted me to shine amid the throng 
Where intellectual worth is deemed a gem,«- 
How have his hopes been blasted by the wreteh 
Who dares no longer call him &ther — friend t 



Come, awaet religion! blandH9yedgPd4esi^»QmiBt 
Cheer this sad bosom with thy loveliest smiles ; 
Inspire me with love, with strength divine. 
That with thee I may tread that narrow road 
Which leads to endless joy in realms above. 
Pour out upon this all-poUuted heart 
The purifying streams of grace, and deaaae 
Its inmost recess from the filth of sin. 



Fatherofmeretes! Thou Almighty One, 
Who know'st my every thought, and word, and daedt 
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Tom thoa ta eye of ikvor on the wonn 

That writhes in ptin beneath thy fearful firowa j 

0| cruah him not ! nor cast him off forever, 

Though all too base to merit thy regard ; 

But, for the sake of thy dear Son, voachsafe 

To save him from the woes of lasting death, 

And make him meet thy holiness to share, 

Beyond the grave, that heritage of bliss 

Reserved for those who do thy holy will. 

Let the affliction he is suffering now, 

In thy good time be to him sanctified ; 

And if it be thy holy will that, oace again, 

In freedom he shall mingle with the work^ 

Oh, may the sense of thy amazing love 

To one so undeserving stir him up 

To live to Thee alone, and nought to know 

Beyond his Saviour, and him crucified. 

Grant, thou Omniscient, grant my humble pngrer j 

Be merdful to me, thy sadly erring child. 

And to thy name be dl the praise. Amen. 



SONNET BY O'CONNOR/ 



Whir I look through my prison-bars, and see the 

yellow leafy 
It seems an emblem of my &te, and fills my heart 

with grief ; 
Bnt smiling Spring will come again, and in the forest 

glade 
Lorers will meet, and tell the tale beneath the lonely 

shade. 
I ask yon, when yon are at homej enjoying liberty^ 
That when you bow before your God, to cast a 

thought on me. 
O, Jennet,t dear, I little thought that this would be 

my lot — 
I fear I'll die a shameful death, and be by man 

forgot. 



*<yCottDat mm ana of the aati-ranten of New Yoik. He tnw 
condemned to be hung, at twentr-six jean of age, with Yaa 
Slea&berg, in 1845. strenuous efrorte were made ibr a pardon, 
which were crowned with aucceaa, Hie poetry expreeaee much 
diaep leeling. Whether, aince his releaae, he baa arrlTed at the 
eooamnmation he ao deroutl j wiahed, we have not the maana of 
knowing. 

t JitnnH ia the name of the young woman to whom ha aspaetal 
to ha married in a few monthe. 
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But ilMmld I meet ao hud a fkte, (mj fbet^ I do 

give- them,) 
We '11 rise triamphuit tnm the gn,rt — we 'U 

again in heaven ! 

I with yoa well in time, and better in eternity. 
Yvirt^ IbMvef, IB. O'C. 



PBISONER'S LAMENT. 

BT B. ORIITIN.* 

Shall he, ignobly, in a rope expire 
Whjoee hand can wake to eestasy the lyie? 
Shall he he branded with the mob's harsh cnne 
Who oft hath ponr'd the sweetly varied Terse-*- 
Whose manly muse, indignant of control, 
Can wake such notes as harrow up the soul— - 
Or paint, with social sympathy imprest, 
The rapturous anguish of a lover's breast! 
Yes, say, shall one endowed with gifts like these — 
Wit, sense, good-humor, elegance and ease — 
For erring once, amidst the storms of strife, 
Be rudely blotted from the Book of Life 1 

Though Justice, leanine from her seat sublime. 
Demands a due atonement for «ach erime. 
Yet doom me not to mingle with the dead. 
With all my imperfections on my head ; 
Let me to earth's extremest verge be driven. 
That penitence may smooth my way to heaven. 
Ah ! no ; what solace can existence give 
To one condemned in infamy to live ; 

* This criminal was executed at Newgate, February 13, I793L 
The Udos were found in his cell after his decease. A friotul in 
Btegland forwarded it for publication. 

18 
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WhOi seorned by others — of himself ashamed^ 
Is shanned, and spoke of only to be blamed f 
When truth and virtae from the l»reast depart, 
• The cloads of sorrow gather round the heart ; 
And keen remorse, where'er we chance to stitLj, 
Becomes the sole companion of oar way. 

Yet, thongh degraded to a state like this, 
And reft of social and domestic bliss, 
If doom'd to visit that opprobrions land 
Where imptoos exiles form a desperate band, 
Some sober scheme I 'U studiously enforce, 
And, self-repenting, tread in Virtue's coarse. 
To Thee, great God, whose piercing eye can dart 
Through the dark windings of the human heait 
To Thee I pour my supplicating cries, 
For Thou ar( yet as merciful as wise; 
Oh ! deign from Thy ethereal throne to hear 
The invocation of a soul sincere ; 
And since Thy goodness nas allowed me time 
To see my error and repent my crime, 
O grant an earnest of ^temal day. 
Nor cast thy prostrate penitent away. 



THE LORD'S PRATER. 

BT THOMAS STTTRTKVANT, JR.* 

Our Lord and King, who reigns enthroned on high! 

Father of light ! mysterious Deity ! 

Who art the great I AM, the Last, the First, 

Ai^T righteoHs, holy, mercifal and just, 

Is realms of glory, scenes where angels sing, 

Hbaven is the dwelling place of God oar Eing^ 

Hallowed thy name, which doth all names tranacand, 

Bb thou adored, our great Almighty Friend. 

Thy glory shines beyond creation's space, 

Named in the book of Justice and of Grace, 

Tbt kingdom towers beyond the starry skies, 

KiNODOHS Satanic fall, but thine shall rise. 

Come let thine empire, thou Holy One, 

Tht great and everlasting will be done ! 

Will Ood make known his will, his power display! 

Be it the will of mortals to obey. 

Done is the great and wondrous work of lore, 

On Calvary's cross he died, but reigns above, 

* The aathor of this beautifUl paraphrase waa a aoldier of tha 
tifanty-aixth ngimant of Unftad Statea in&ntry. Ha waa a pria* 
ooar of war In Uppar Oanada. It doaa not, parhapa, exaeUy 
coma within our iwn, but it braathaa auch a aaTotk»al aplrit, 
wa Ml that it ahoold taa pr e a arrad. 
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Eabth bean the record in thy holy Word, 

As heaven adores thy name, let earth, O Lord. 

It shines transcendant in the eternal skies, 

Is praised in heaven, for man the Saviour dies. 

In songs immortal angds land his name, 

HsAVKN shouts with joy, and saints his love proclaim. 

Givx us, O Lord, oor food, nor cease to give 

Us that food on which our souls may live ! 

This be our boon to-day and days to come, 

Day without end in enr eternal home ! 

OuB needy souls supply from day to day. 

Daily asaiit and aid us when we pray. 

Bbbad though we ask, yet, Lord, thy blesuff temV 

Ahd make us grateful when thy gifts deseead. 

Foaanrp our sins, which in destructions plaee 

V% the vUe children of a rebel race ; 

OuK folliea, faults and trespasses forgive. 

Debts which we ne'er can pay, or thou reoeife. 

As we, Lord, oor neighbor's faults o'erlook, 

Wb beg thou 'dst blot out from thy meraory'a book 

FoB«vB our enemies, extend our grace 

OuB souls to save, e'en Adam's guilty race, 

Debtors to thee in gratitude and love, 

AifB in that dut> paid by saints above. 

Lead us from sin, and in thy mercy raise 

Us from the tempter and his ways. 

Not in our own, but in his name who bled, 

Into thine ear we pour our every need. 

Tbkptatiqn's fatal charms help us to shun, 

Bus may we conquer throu^ thy eonqueriag Soii| 
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DiUTBE US from all which can annoy 
Ut in this world and may cor souls destroy S 
FioM all calamities which men betide — 
£til and death — turn oar feet aside ; 
FoK we are mortal worms and cleave to clay; 
Teiki 'tis to mle, and mortals to obey. 
Is not thy mercy, Lord, forever free ? 
Thk whole creation knows no God but thee ; 
KmoDOM and empire in thy presence fall ; 
Thk King eternal reigns the king of all. 
FowxB is with thee — to thee be glory f^vexk, 
Ann be thy name adored by earth and heaven ; 
Ths praise of saints and angels is thine own; 
Olokt to thee, the Everlasting One, 
FoBBVim be thy holy name adored ; 
jbour, Hosanna! blessed be the Lord ! 
18* 
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U8IO OF THE PRISON. 



SONG OF THE CONVICT. * 

Wordfl, by WiUlam ; Mntio by James M. Bradley, two 
BroOxera : Friaonera ; 

^ung at the eBlebrtUion of Thamktgivinf in tkn Mamaehw 
tetl* State PrUon^ Notfember 26<A, 1846. 
Allesro Virace* 
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Fliillippi's dark dungeons with anthems axe 
shaken, 
And notes of thankagiying peal thro' the n%ht 
air; 
O I what can such joy in a Prison awaken ? 
The friends and the spirit of Jesus are there ; 
There angel mercy paints, 
'Mid rising songs of saints, 
The rainbow of Hope on the doad of despair. 

That spirit of love on the earth still abiding. 
And soothing adversity, sorrow and paih, 
Now visits the captive tho* weak and backalidingy 
And raises the fiiUen to virtue again. 
Tes I hecp the gospel's %ht 
Shall break thra sorrow's night 
And Satan bound souls be released m>m his chain. 

O ! ye who have toiled in this vineyard nedected» 

Our gratitude deep future life shall declare ; 
Still cafl back the erring, still cheer the dejected. 
And Heaven will prosper your labor and care. 
Soon will the Saviour's voice 
Make all your hearts rejoice — 
''I was in prison, ye came to me there." 

Great God ! in thy mercy accept our thanksgiving, 
Cleanse, pardon, and guide us as onward we 
move: 
And when we shall pass from the land of the 
living, 
Receive us through Jesus to mansions abore. 
Tho' thus divided now. 
Around thy throne to bow. 
And join the loud anthems of wonder and love. 



PRISONER'S ADDRESS TO HiS 

MOTHER. 

Fo«tr7 br 0. Meadows, Malic by J. M. B. — 
of MaMachnietti State Frieon. 
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I>e wandered fkr from thee, mother, 

Far from oar happy home } 
I've led the land that gave me birth, 

in other lands to roam ; 
And Time, since then, has roHed hie jean, 

And marked Uiem on my brow- 
Yet still Tve often thought of theoy— 

Vm tiiinkiog of thee now. 

rm thinking of those di^s, mother, 

WhttQ, with such earaeet pride, 
Yoa watched the dawnings of my yooth, 

And pressed me to your side i 
And aeBM>ry brings thy pamng woidi^ 

When tears fell o'er thy cheek $ 
But thv last, loving, anxious look. 

Told more than worda could speA. 

I'm far away from thee, mother, 

Mo Uedred near me now, 
To foothe me with a tender wosd. 

Or cool my burning brow ; - 
The dearest ties affection wove. 

Are all now torn from me ; 
Tbev lefl me when the trouble came. 

They did not lave like thee. 

I know thy tender heart, mother, 

Still beats as warm fbr me. 
As when I left thee, long ago. 

To cross the broad blue sea j— 
And 1 love thee just the same, mother, 

And long to hear thee speak. 
And feel once more thy balmy breath 

Upon my eare-worn cheek. 

But ah I there is a thought, mother, 

Pervades my beating breast,— 
That thy freed spirit may have flown 

To its eternal rest; 
And. as I wipe the tear awa^, 

Tb«re whispers in mii|e ear 
A YQioe th^t speaks of Heaven aji^ th«|, 

Aa4bidn me seek thee then. ClL 
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mem'ry's powV My weary coocb with teaiv rm steeping. 




Earth her flow*n aroond me tpread. 

And yoDth foretold a Eright to-morrow«— 
"801 ah! life's storms ha?e laid them dead^ 

And left my heart a scene of sorrow; 
And now unblest, ca«t down, opprest. 

My early hopes all thwarted, 
A min'd dome, I stand alone. 

The wreck of bliss departed ;«- 
Thas at midnight's hour of rest 

When all aroond are calmly reposing; 
The sighs that fill this heaving breast. 

Prevent my tearful eye from closing. 

But when ocean's surges swell. 

And storms are o'er its bosom sweeping. 
The gentle stars that o'er it dwell. 

In beauty bright their watch are 
So Hope and Love, from heav'n above. 

Are beaming still around me. 
The cheering rays of other days. 

Ere sin's dark spell had bound me; — 
Thus at midnight's silent hour 

While all around are calmly sleeping, 
I'll trust in that celestial Pow'r 

Which o'er ns all kind watch is kMpi^g. 



•• O WHERE ARE HIS JOYS.'* 

Words by OhTistian Meadows, Music by Jas. M. B— > 
of Massachusetts State Fzison. 
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I>e wandered fkr from thee, mother, 

Far from oar happy home i 
Vie lefl the land that gave me birth, 

In other lands to roam ; 
And Time, since then, has roHed hie ye an, 

And marked them on my brow- 
Yet stilt I've often thought of thee^-i 

Vm thinkisg of thee now. 

Fm thinking of those days, mother, 

Whan, with each eamcft pride, 
You watched the dawnings of my youth. 

And pressed me to your aide ; 
And memory briaga thy parang wocde. 

When tears fell o'er thy cheek ; 
But thv last, loving, anxious look, 

Told more than wovda coald speak. 

I'm far away from thee, mother, 

Xo khdred near me now, 
To soothe me with a temierwoid. 

Or cool my homing brow; - 
The dearest ties affection wove. 

Are all now torn from me ; 
They left me when the trouble can*, 

They did not lave like thee, % 

I know thy tender heart, mother. 

Still beats as warm for me, 
As when 1 ieit thee, long ago. 

To cross the broad blue sea ^— 
And I loYo thee just the same, aotlwr, 

And long to hear thee speak, 
And feel once more thy balmy breath 

Upon my eare-worn cheek. 

But ah ! there is a thoug^it, mother, 

Perrades my beating breast,^ 
That thy freed spirit may have flown 

To its eternal rest; 
And. as I wipe the tear awajp, 

Th«re wkispers in mij|e ear 
A v()iM th4l speaks of Heaven vti thm, 

AM UdA m« seek thee thm. cTVL 
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Oh, where are the voices of friendship and love, 

That shed their sweet charm on his way — 
Like sunshine and music sent down from aboye. 
To gladden life's morn, where are they ? 
Where are they ? 
Where are they ? 
To gladden life's morn, where are they ? 
AH gone ! all gone ! he's weary and lone ; 
No friend hovers near, nor words of comforts 
speak ; 
In a prison he lies, uncared for he dghs 
And wipes the cold tear from his sorrow-worn 

cheek. 
And wipes the cold tear from his sorrow-worn 
cheek, 
Then pity the Pri^ner and Heaven will prove 
No labor is lost where that labor is love. 



PART V. 
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JiuMt XOKtgtmtxj. 

Jamxs MoirraoHEBT was boni at Imne, in the oonatjr 
of Ayz^bire, North Britain, on the 4th of Norcniber, irn . 
HiA Mifft was one of that singular and ezemplarsr bodf 
of Christians, denominatiBd Moravians. The saHgiooa 
tcguBta of this sect tinged the writings ef Montgenetf, 
and made a deep impression apon his charadsr. He 
wa9 early the chiJd of afflictiai. Both his paxants iUl 
lictims to a pestilential climate. The poet than aflbct- 
ingly alludes to their iate : -^ 

'Mr father— nothsr—psienta are no more! 

MMSth the Lion atar ihty tleep, 

Beyond the weatera deep ; 
iind when the ann's noon gtoiy creeta the warw^ 
He aUoee without a ahadow on their grarea I' 

Jimes Montgomery early mani&sted a stiuof dedre 
for the mnse. Before ten yean of age he was a poeL 
Undoqbtedly the ferrent and touching hymns of the Mie» 
raviana led him thus eariy into the flowery paths of 
poesy. 

James Montgomery met with a variety of diaunuiifi 
ments. EUs lijfe aSbrds anothoor instanee of the trhuipli 
of genius over alflooet. insuperahls obstaeles. Ha ia ta h» 
21 
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placed among that long list of master Bpirits who hrrs 
broke through the gloom in which the accidents of birth 
and ibrtnne may have placed them. How beaatifhll 
how grand the history of human genius I How dirine 
its origin I How sublime its progress ! How it leaps out, 
even within the prison walls, to hold communion with tho 
Infinite! 

Our author, himself, has happily expressed the senU- 
ment in his poem, written in prison, on the Moonlight :^ 

' Blast wUh freedom unconfined. 

Dungeons cannot hold the aoul. 
Who can chain the fmmortai mindf 

None but He who apans the pole.' 

James Montgomery must ever be placed among the heit 
poets, and among the most devoted friends of humanity. 
He is one of the most fervent hymn-writers that any age 
has fwoduoed. He has given utterance to the purest straina 
of devotion. His productions have been laid upon every 
Christian altar. His poems are stamped with the impress 
of imperishable genius. His style is formed on the purest 
models. He is tender, as well as lofty ; and everywhere 
is distinguished for classic grace and purity. 

His life, like his writings, is serene, calm, and pure. 
Yet the law, in its. vdde range, found a way to make him 
the tenant of the prison. Twice was he thrown witlun 
its walls. 

During his life he entered on the arduous and trjring 
lab09 of an editor. His paper was called the She/- 
Jleld Irit. The first charge was that of printing a ballad, 
written by a clergyman of Belfiist, on the demoIitioQ 
of the Bastille, in 1789. It was interpreted into a se- 
ditiooa libel. The poor floet, notwithstanding the inno- 
eeiioe of his intentions, was sentenced to three months' 
imprisoamant in York castle, and to pay a fine mt £90. 
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In the following year, he was tried for a second imputed 
political offence, for a paragraph in his paper, which re- 
flected on the conduct of a magistrate in quelling a riot. 
He was sentenced again, to six months' imprisonment, 
and to a fine of £30, and to give security to keep the 
peace tor two years. Mr. Montgomery returned to his 
office, with a strong determination, ' come wind or sun, 
come lire or water, to do what was right.' It is evident 
that many of his persecutors afterwards regretted their 
treatment of this distinguished writer. 

Mr. Montgomery wrot^, during his second term of im- 
prisonment, the several poems which we have copied 
entire. Speaking of these poems, he says, * These pieces 
were composed in bitter moments, amid the horrors of a 
gaol, under the pressure of sickness. They were the 
transcripts of melancholy feelings — the warm effusions 
nitL bleeding heart. The writer amused his inmgination 
-irith attiring his sorrows in verse, that, under the romantic 
appearance of fiction, he might sometimes forget that his 
niiefoitunes were real.' His writings are full of pathos 
and beauty, and will ever be read with the deepest interest 
by every lover of genuine poetry. 

James Montgomery is still living in Edinburgh, uni- 
Tcrsally respected and beloved, a( the advanced age of 
seventy-seven years. 

Note 2, page 40. 

Kadame de la Mothe Ouyon. 

Madame Guyon was bom April 13, 1648, at Montar- 
gis, a French town about fifty miles south of Paris. Her 
father's name was Claude Bouvi^res de la Mothe. Lit- 
tle is known of her parents. She was the offspring of a 
second marriage. Her maiden name was Jeanne Marie 
Bouvi6res de la Mothe. She was early placed under the 
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MM of UiB UnoUae niun, a suteriiood of nligio«ff pir- 
«MU, wtio, amoDg other tows, bind tbemsehros to tdate 
oato childnn of their own sex. An anecdote in talated 
•f her early life, which will show the stioi^ tendency of 
Imt veUgioas feelings. She had declared hetsdf wililag 
to be a martyr for God. Her campanioas reeoWed to teat 
her etnoerity. They persuaded her that God had eallod 
her, in his inscrutable protidenoe, to that martyidam fiv 
which she had profeesed to be prepared. Permitting her 
to offer op her private supplieations, they spread a doth 
iqpoa the ioor to receive her blood, and required kcr to 
kaeel* One appeared as an executioner, with a bogs 
cutlass, with the apparent intention of separating Inr 
head from her body r At this moment she cried out, *Aat 
whe woM n»t at liberty to die vfUhaut the eoruent qf ktr 
Jhther.* 

Madams Quyon was a Tsryeztraordiaary woman. She 
was rsniMrkabie for the strength and energy (tf bar te- 
tsUeet, the depth and constancy of her afibctio|is, tha fti- 
vor and zeal of her rdigious feelings, her krfty seaft- 
ments, and her generous and charitable disporitioft. 
Possessing a mind tenderly and ddicately cast, imprisatt- 
ment served oidy to awaken her sensU^ilities. Natmmlly 
religious, she turned to Him whom no bolts nor bus 
could exclude. Throughout all her writings, she eviaoas 
a deep, fervent piety, expressed in the most beautiful and 
touching language. 

Madame Guyon was imprisoned ten years, four of 
which, from 1 693 to 1702, were spent in the Bastille. She 
was one of the Mystics, or, as some would call p^vons of 
her class of mind, Quietists. Her poems were handed 
to Cowper, who was so delighted with her deep, religions 
sentiments, that he put them into %n English drasa. This 
tiansladon has fkUen into our hands. 
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P rof esso r Upham has, himself, given to the world th* 
Life of Madame Guyon, in two volumes, in connection with 
the history of Archbishop Fenelon. A more valuable work 
has not appeared fos many years. The original work was 
first published in French, entitled, La Vie de Madame 
de la j^fyihe Quyon, icriie par tUe-mime, Professor Up- 
ham has given us an excellent translation, not of mere 
words, but of sentiment. Her writings make a portion 
not only of ecclesiastical history, "but of the history of the 
hmnan mind. The whole of her works make forty vol- 
umes. 

It is sad to follow out the thrilling incidents in the life 
of this devoted woman. Religious persecution had, in- 
deed, selected a shining victim. Professor Upham well 
lemarks, 'When piety, under the name of heresy, be- 
comes a crime, the prayers and tears of the dungeon are 
w lilcely to be acceptable to Ood as those that arise 
within the walls of a church.' Her history shows that 
prisons are not always the abodes of wicked men. The 
great and the good have been there. . How often, as in the 
days of Paul and Silas, have the praises of God ascended 
from the dungeon's gloom! How often has the silent 
prayer, the prayer of the heart, ascended to God from 
within the dreary cell I Even there, amid its cold damps, 
has the * chainless mind ' sent forth its kindling thoughts. 
It was within the stony apartments of the Bastille that 
Hadaroe Guyon found time to hold converse with the 
great Unseen Spirit, whom no bolts nor bars can shut out. 
Thitte she could sing, 

'Oh, it is food to soar 

These bolts and bars above, 
To Him whose purpoaa I adors, 

Whose proviaeace I love ; 
And in Thy mighty will to find 
The joy, the fineedom of the mlad.' 

21* 



Rier pmre^taid peseefiU mind "wis like the cilin, wfiif- 
fled lake, deooreted in its Tenitl beauty. No eTent, hov- 
eter aflictive, could disturb her equanimity. Like the 
plant that ever turns to the sun, so did she tnm to tfat 
Great Sun nf the universe. She loTed to think of GSod. 
tShe tnced every event, prosperous or adverse, to Bl« 
overruling providence. 

A beaatlfhl truth is developed In the history of this do- 
voted child of God. The softest natures are often the 
noblest and most fearless, while those apf)crently the 
most daring and masculine, often shrink away in the iwar 
of peril and distress. . * Peter followed aftr off.' John, 
* whom 1m loved, ' stood by. It was Woraaa who 



* was last at the cross, 

And earliest at the grave. ^ 

Bow much mote sublime and lofty » such courage than 
Hm whieh rushes to the hattlo^fteld, and is crowned with 
the applanses of the world ! One is the courage of the •»* 
ittal, the other of the soul. The cme was developed in a. 
Napoleon, the other in a Howard. To the one we give a 
statue, to the other, a cross ! 

The last hours approached. Efe&ebled by the sttfier> 
ings of ten ye*n' imprlsoniaent, her frail aoid teader 
^ame gave way. Alrody many of her friends and ene- 
mies had been called hence. Among them were Harlai, 
La Combe, Fenelon, Beanvilliers, Bossoet, the powerful 
monareh of France. The summons came. Stte went 
down to the grave in perfect resignation and peace. She 
had given her soul to God, and Grod received her. No 
cloud rested upon her vision ; no doubts perplexed the 
fulness of her hope and joy. Like the full-orbed sua 
setting in the clear west, she shed her parting rays over 
the earth. About midnight, in Jane, 1777, she died, aged 
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«l«Qr-Biiie years. She irts sioMicly lamented. Bk& 
bmB aaoctiied the prison. She has sanctified poetry 
Itself. Her lemaans were interred in the chnreh of the 
Cordeliersi at Bloi«» where a monuoMnt was etected to 
ber memory, with n Latin inaeription^ How stsuigal 
A prison in Mfe ! A monument in death ! Professor Iff- 
ham has beantifnliy said, that ' such a departure, pre- 
ceded by snch a life, might be called a <fanet<ion, rather 
Chan death. It is proper to say that she died, bnt it ia 
n%nnUy proper to Sky that ^M iMn^ Aome.' 

* Bast, fsatls spirit, iwt I 
ThT conflict 's o'er, thy labors ch»i0{ 

Anveib thy frlencb; thy home 
The pnseww of tfas Udy Qba.' 



NoTB 3, PAHn 57. 

tmuam Uoyd Qurrif on. 

William Llotd Garrison was bom in Newboiypoit, 
Mass., December 10, 1806. His maternal grand-parents 
were English emigrants, of the name of Lloyd, resident 
in Lower Canada. His father, Abijah Garrison, was a 
man of excellent abilities, a good navigntor, and a ship- 
master by profession. His mother was a woman of 
great energy and perseverance. She was called early to 
straggle with an adversity of a nature too delicate to 
spread before the public. She was obliged greatly to 
exert herself for the support of five children. WilUam 
was eaily placed with Deacon Ezekiel Baitlett, of New- 
buryport, who took especial care of his charge. From 
here be was removed to Lynn, where his mother went to * 
reside. Previously he had made some progress in gnutt» 
nar, arithmetic and gtogiaphy^ For a few months, he 
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worked at the shoemaking basiness in that town, Mag 
then only nine yean old. Subsequendy, be reiunied 
home, and wan next apprenticed to the oabiaet-makiBg 
bosineec at HaTerhilL But thU not suiting his taste^ 
the kind-hearted deacon finally took him back under hit 
own roof, where be was again sent to school, filling ap 
bis hoars of leisure by sawing and sjditting wood abojat 
the town for his patron. 

AAer serious deliberation by the old man in regard to 
the right business for William, he fortunately selected the 
printing office, which, to many a genius, has been (ar 
better than the best uniTersity. It is eminently practical. 
This was in October, 1818, at the early age of thirteen. 
He found himself perfectly happy as the apprentice of 
Ephraim W. Allen, the editor of the Naeburypart Her' 
aid. He was in his element. To him the business ink- 
parted a sort of inspiration. No trade could more effect* 
nally unfold those powers of mind which, hereafter, wefs 
BO eflectually to be employed in the great work of hu- 
manity. 

At sixteen, William made his first essay, in a dis- 
guised form, sending it to the very paper on which he 
was at work. It was a humorous article respecting cer- 
tain legal suits for a breach of the marriage promise, and 
bore the signature of < An Old Bachelor.' His heart beat 
strongly as he saw the editor enter the office with the 
communication. It was read to several gentlemen, and 
commended. Thus encouraged, he continued his articles 
under the signature of 'A. O. B.' (the initials of his first 
nom de guerre.) He thus wrote for years, withont being 
suspected, often receiving high commendations from the 
editor himself. It so happened that Mr. Allen retired 
irom the editorship, pro tempore^ in consequence of iU- 
nees, and Mr. Gushing, afterwards minister to China, took 
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hWplaca, A. O. B. was soon detected, tnd the tempomy 
^itor revealed the secret to Mr. Alien. Instead of beinip 
displeased at the joke thos played upon him, his mastor 
^coaraged him to become a re^lar contributor. At 
nineteen, during the absence of Mr. Allen in Alabama, 
tile whole concern was oondacted by William. 

In December, 1885, his appienticeship terminated. The 
kind deacon had witnessed his successful career with the 
deepest interest. Of course, his fond mother prided her- 
self on each a son. Broken down by disease and afflio> 
Hon, she sent for him to visit her at Baltimore, whither 
ahe liad removed some time before. His visit inspired 
her with new life, but after his return she ezpirod in 
•bout six weeks. 

On leaving Mr. Allen, he commenced a newsp ap er, 
called the FVee JPresf, the articles of which he often set 
up in type without committing to paper, a happy foculty 
which but few men possess. In this laudable ondatak- 
ifig, he unfortunately failed. 

He BOW removed to Boston to procure employment, and 
for a short time was employod as a journeyman in tin 
printing office of David Lee Child, the husband of the 
amiable and highly accomi^ished Lydia Maria Child, 
whose writings have had so wide a circulation. 

In 1827, he was engaged as editor of the Nahonal Phi^ 
UmthropiUy a paper devoted to total abstinence, and the 
first paper in the world which advocated that cause ! It 
had been commenced a year or two previous, by the Rev. 
William Collier, a woithy Baptist clergyman. As the 
proprietorship subsequently passed into odier hands, Mr. 
Garrison ceased his connection with the paper. 

About this time, Mr. Garrison became interested in the 
abolition of slavery. He formed an acquaintance with 
BeBOMkiiii Lundy, a QualMr who was the editor of tha 
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Qenhu qf Univenal JSnumc^po/ion, pabllfthed in B«ki- 
more. He sooa saw the eooroiity and foDy of this na- 
tiooal sin, and a harden was laid on lum to oonoeBtratia 
his life to its removal. 

In 1823, Mr. Garrison was sent for by a depntation 
(rem Bennington, Vermont, to establish a press, with a 
▼lew to the reflection of John Qitinct Adams for the 
Presidency of the United States. He commenced the 
periodical under the title of the JounuU of the Times, 
which, while it espoused the cause of Mr. Adams, was 
mainly devoted to Peace, Temperance, and the Abolition 
of Slavery. 

In 1829, at the earnest soUeitation of his friend, Benja- 
min Landy, Mr. Garrison removed to Baltimore toi act as 
associate editor of the Gtenius of UniTersal Emancipatioa. 
His friend advocated ^ gradualism.' Mr. Gturisou hoisted 
the banner of ' immediateism.' The subscription proved 
inadequate to sustain the weekly publication of the paper, 
and the enemies of freedom determined to crush it. An 
opportunity soon occurred, which brings us to his impris- 
onment, an account of which he. has sketched with his 
own hand, as follows : 

* In the Gtenius of Universal Emancipation, of Novem- 
ber 29, 1829, I announced the fact that the ship Francis, 
owned by Francis Todd, of Newburyport, had sailed from 
Baltimore with a cargo of slaves for the New Orleans 
market, seventy in number, and severely denounced Mr. 
Todd for his inhuman conduct ; asserting that there was 
no difference in principle between the foreign and the do- 
mestic slave-traae, ana that the same punishment which : 
is awarded to persons in the one traffic should be impar- 
tially inflicted on those engaged in the other. Mr. Todd 
brought an action oflibel against me, which resulted in my ' 
imprisonment for seven weeks in the Baltimore jail, and 
my bein? fined one thousand dollars, by a slave-holding 
court ; though I provedi on m\ trial, by the custom-lious» 
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TPeords, that the ship Francis carried offeighty-eiffht, In- 
stead of seventy-five slaves, for the purpose stated. But 
**lhe greater the truth, the greater the Jibel." ' 

During his confinement, Mr. Garrison made (to use 
the words of Mary Howitt) ' the very walls of his prison 
the eloquent preachers of liberty.' The two sonnets, en- 
titled ' The Guiltless Prisoner,' and ' The Freedom of thi^ 
Mind,' are among the noblest eflusions that ever left tha- 
pen of the poet. Charles Sumner pronounced the latter 
to be one of the finest poems he ever read. Mary Howitt 
says, * This renmrkable little poem, to the last two lines 
of which We would call our readers' attention, was the 
instantaneous outbreak of feeling on his being immured 
in his cell. The jailer shut the bolts and turned the key, 
and the prisoner, thrilling with the energy and inspiration 
of truth and genius, inscribed the manly defiance of judi- 
cial tyranny on the walls which enclosed him.' 

The reader, of course, will turn to the beautiful poem. 
We, however, quote here the two lines which so excited 
thi9 admiration of Mary Howitt. After describing the 
nature of the soul, and the impossibility of its confine- 
ment, the poet says, 

' 'T is up before the sun, roaming afar, 
And in its watches wearies every star.' 

From Baltimore, Mr. Garrison went to the north. For 
some time, in Boston, he could not obtain a public hearing, 
finally, the disciples of Thomas Paine, infidels by profes- 
sion, oiiered him their hall, without charge. From this 
hall he first proclaimed * liberty to the captive, and the 
opening of the prison to them that are bound.' 

About this time, Mr. Garrison incurred the displeasure 
of many of his former friends, by an exposure of the 
machinal ions of the Colonization scheme. 



■MMtAFHlCAL MTO eBlTICA3> 



Jwnury 1| 1831, B&r. Gonisoi tomsmnd, in 
1ft «oiiiieetkiii with baao Knapp, a new jovnitl, called iba 
Liberator, This is still pablished. For a long time, the 
VBiy offiet stfTod for a comitiiig-lioiMe, eatiag-roam, bed- 
iDoiii, ftc. < There is a hiofbI suhUmttf ,' saya Mary 
Howitt, * in the history of this paper, and a giaadeiir be* 
yond thst of kings, in the noble tempaianee, aelf-deualr 
and Qnconqoeiable fortitude, of the men who oondacted It.' 

Jannary l, 1832, the first anti^shvery soeiety was 
Ibnned by BIr. Garrison, ooDMftting of twelTO mmnbeis, 
a anuQl but apostolic nninber. 

Thrice has Mr. Ctairisoa Tisited Ekif^aBd. On one of 
these oocasioDs, he went as delegate to the World's Con- 
vention, but as female delegates were not permitted to be 
liarticipants, he refused to act with the assembly. 

During Mr. Garrison's visit to Rngland, he becaonss 
acquainted with George Thompson, Wilberfoite, CK^os* 
mdl, and many other choice qnrits of the age. 

T%b report of Mr. Garrison's labors in Englaad uovw i 
ihe Athatic before him, and on Ms arrival he fowd 
placvrds speaking of him as 'the infamous Garrison.' 
The following is a sketch of the scows in Boston, the 
focts of which are recorded by another hand : — 

'During the year 1836, the whole country was greatly 
excited on the subject of slavery ; so that anti-slaverv 
meetiospi could scarcely be held peaceabl^i^ in any part of 
thehma. Boid»n partook of the seneralexdtement. inth« 
month of Ctetober, a meeting of the Female Anti-sJaverr 
Societ^y^ having been advertised to be held in the hall 4a 
Washington street, several of the city papers instigate^ 
a riotous assemblage of five thousand persons, on thi 
false allegatioQ that George Thompson, (a distiiMkiMd 
philanthropist of England, and now a member otpaiiia* 
ment from Westminster,) then in thus country, wonid te 

E'esent, whom the mob were recommended to tar and 
ather. Disapppointed in not finding Mr. Tho m pa ou, 



tlwTioten seized Mr. Garrison, placed a rope around his 
hody, almost stripped him of his clothiag, and drag^ 
him through the street& until he was rescued by the city 
authorities, by whom he was committed to the jail in 
Leiiwett street, as the oaly means of ^ving^ his laiSt — 
Wpb was the lErenzi^ state of the popular mind. Om 
the walls of his cell he inscribed, as usual, some memo- 
rable words, of which the following are a part : — " Wil- 
liam Lloyd Garrison was put into this cell on Wednesday 
alVerooon, Oct. 21, 1335, to save him from the violeace of 
'a respectable and influential' mob, who sought to 
destroy him for preaching the * abominable ' and ' dan- 
gerous ' doctrine, that all men are created equal, and that 
all oppression is odious in the sight of Grod !" The next 
day, he was released from prUon, but, at the earnest en- 
treaties of the city authorities, left Boston for a few days, 
until the tumult had somewhat sabsided. A marvellous 
chsmoe has since taken place in Boston, and throughoiit 
tha 2ree States, on the subject, alike cheering to the 
friends of impartial liberty, and auspicious for the cause 
of the slave.* 

Vo. conclusion, we give the words of one capable of ap- 
preciating human character : — 'He is one of God^s no- 
Mlity — the head of the moral aristocracy. It is not only 
that he is invulnerable to injury — that he early got the 
world under his feet — but that in his meekness, his sym- 
pathies, his self-forgetfulness, he appears ''covered all 
over with the stars and orders " of the spiritual realm 
whence he derives his dignities and his powers.' 

Our sketch has been extended far beyond what we ex- 
pected, but as Mr. Garrison was one of the prison poets, 
We felt that he deserved a place in our work. We are in- 
debted greatly to his politeness, and especially to a series 
»f able articles by the accomplished Mary Howitt, in the 
People*8 Journal for October and November, 1846, pub- 
lished monthly in London. 
22 
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NOTX 4, PA6X 61. 

John Bonyaa. 

John Buhtan' was one of the most wonderful men o| 
his age. His name is fiuniliar to almost every chiUL 
He was the son of a tinker, and was bom at Elstow, near 
Bedford, England, in 1628. His parents were poor, but 
they gave him the best education in their power. He 
was early addicted to profanity, but finally became reli- 
gions and was admitted as a member of a Baptist con- 
gregation. He travelled for many years in his father's 
occupation, which was a repairer of metal utensils. He, 
finally, after considerable reluctance, became a preacher 
of the Gospel. After pursuing this calling for about five 
years, he was apprehended as a maintainer and upholder 
of assemblies for religious purposes, which, soon after 
the Restoration, had been declared unlawful. He was 
sentenced to perpetual banishment, which was commuted 
to imprisonment in Bedford jail, where he remained 
twelve years and a halfi, During his long coifinemenl 
his active mind still found ways of doing good. He em- 
ployed himself in writing pious works, and in inaking 
thread laces for the benefit of his family, for whom he had 
a very strong affection, especially for one of his four chil- 
dren, who was blind. 

An anecdote is related of a certain Quaker, who visited 
Bunyan in his cell, declaring, ' that the Lord had sent 
him, but that he had been seardhing all over London to 
find him.' To which Bunyan replied, ' If the X«ord had 
sent you, he would have directed you here, for the Lord 
knows I have been in this prison these twelve years.' 

His whole library, in prison, consisted of the Bible, 
and Fox's Book of Martyrs. The general impresaiofl 
has been that Bunyan owed his liberation to Dr. Barkiw, 
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fiisbop of Lincoln. Within a few years some facts have 
come to light, showing that he was not indebted for his 
enlargement to a Bishop, but to a Quaker. The evidence 
is foimd in a letter from Ellis Hookes, a Quaker, to 
George Fox, the founder of the sect, and also in a letter 
to the wife of Fox ; and further, in an autobiographical 
narrative published in 1725, entitled, 'The Christian 
Progress of George Whitehead.' He was a Friend. The 
circumstances briefly were these : Charles II., after his 
defeat by Cromwell at the battle of Worcester, in 1751, 
barely escaped with his life. After many narrow escapes, 
he succeeded, with a few faithful followers, in reaching 
Shoreham, a little town on the coast of Sussex, whence 
he escaped into France in a small fishing vessel, the 
master and mate of which were Quakers. When the 
vessel reached the French coast, Richard Carver, the 
mate, carried the king ashore on his shoulders. 

In 1660 Charles was restored to the throne. ^ 

In 1670, Carver called on the king. Having made no 
application for a reward for his services, he said to the 
king, ' that the reason he had not come to him be£n:e was, 
that he was satisfied, in that he had peace and satisfac- 
tion in himself, and that he did what he did to relieve a 
man in distress, and now he desired nothing of him, but 
that he would set Friends at liberty, who were great suf- 
ferers, and told the king that he had a paper of one hun- 
dred and ten that were premunired, and that had lain in 
prison six years, and that none can release them, but 
him.' 

* The king said, there were many of them, and that 
the country gentlemen complained that they were trou- 
bled with the Quakers.' 

After several interviews, a release was not only granted 
to the Qnaken, but to many othen ; fi>r the Baptists. 
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]ad0|itiidents» Preflbyteriaiis, he»rln$^ of the sveoMt^ 
the hninble Cto&ker, petitioned that their friends might 
he released, which Whitehead says, * I was yery glad nf^ 
for our being of different jndgmenta and societies did 
not abate my cMnpassion or charity toward them who 
had been my opposers in some cases.' 

When the instrument was ready for delW«ry, the 
Friends were alarmed at the amount of fees legally pay- 
able. The usual charge was £20 for eaeh person. Aa 
there were above four hundred, it would amoant to aliont 
£10,000. An applicatioD was again made to the kiog» 
and the foUcnring order issued : 

' His IVI^jesty is pleased to comnumd that it he st^i- 
ied as his pleasure to the respective oflioers and sealers 
where the pardon to the Quakers is to pass, that the par- 
don, thougn comprehending a great number of persons, 
do yet pass but as one pardon, uid pay but cs one. 

*AauKOToy. 
*At the Court t^ WhUehaU, SepL IZ^ 1672.' 

Tba eofetooB dorks strore haid to exact the former 
feesi 

The pardon was dated the same day, and some of the 
Quakers carried the deed round the kingdom. 

Whitehead says, * The patent was so big and comber- 
some in a leathern case and tin box wHh a great seal on 
it, that Edward Mann was so cambered with carrying it, 
hanging by his side, that he was fain to lie it acroaa the 
horse's back behind him.' 

It is still preserved by the FViends. It fills eleTeo 
skins of parchment ! I 

In this document were the names of Bunyan and aome 
of his follow prisoners in Bedford jail. These mentioiiecl 
are: 

*Johanni F^n, Johanni Banyan, Johanni Dunn, 
Thaoua HayneS) Sianool Haynss, Qaargio Avr* JMofao 
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llogftn, Johanni Rush, Tabithse Rash, and J<4uDiiii 
Cane, nrisonariis in commani gaola pro comitata nostn» 
Bedfoiais.' 

What a beautifnl incident in Divine ProTidenee ! Ban- 
yan owed his release to the Cluaicers, and the Quakers 
their paidon to the king^ recollection of the master and 
mate who took him on board their boat at Shoreham, and 
effected his escape to Fmnce after the fatal fight at Wor* 
cester. 

We are indebted for the above facts to the 'Life of 
Banyan,' by S. B. Wickers, of New York, published by 
the Methodist Book Concern of that city. 

After his libeiation, Banyan immediately resnmed his 
oiscupation of itinerant preacher, which he continued to 
exercise till the proclamation of liberty of oonsdenoe by 
James II. His preaching attracted great numbers. 

H^ labored hard for the salvation of his hearers : 



' ^Much imprassad 

Himself, as conscious of his awiiil charge, 
And anzioiis maialy that the flock he fin 
IMUght feel it too.' 

Of his preaching, we have the following anecdote : 

* Dr. Owen was so fiivorably impressed with him, that 
he spoke of him in high terms in the presence of Charles 
n. The king expressed his astonishment that so learned 
a man should ever listen to the preachinff of a tinker. 
"May it please your Majesty," replied Dr. Owen, 
" could I possess that tinker's abilities for preaching, I 
would most gladly relinquish all my learning." ' 

Bunyan wrote several works in prison ; among which 
ne, a Discourse on Prayer ; the Holy City ; a Confes- 
sion of my F^ith and a Reason of my Practice ; several 
pieces in verse ; (as probably. Mount Ebal and Gerizim, 
or the Blessing and the Curse ; the Four Last Things, 
Death and Judgment, Heaven and Hell ; Divine Em^ 
22* 



Utmm, ftr YoQtl^ or Trnqpon) TUagt Slruiti«U]w4« 
■Dd Priacn Bfeditatians, dedaeatfld lo the bMit of tuffer 
ing nints snd nigniDg ■innen ;) Jnstificatioa bf Jtmm 
Qkwi, agaiasl a work bf Bishop Fovior ; Grace abomid- 
teg to the chief of Sinners ; The Straight Gate, or the 
Diffionl^ of going to Heaven { and the Pilgrim's Pro* 
grass, (the First Pvt.) The work hu aoqairsd the moal 
esteasive osiebrity. Its popularity is alnoet onrivailed. 
The first edition was published in a foolscap 6tow, in 
1078. As early as 1784 it had passed through fifty edi- 
tione. TIm Anericaa Tract Society aknie have ciroH 
lated, within a few years, more than 100,000 copies I It 
has passed through ianumerable editions, and been trans- 
lated into most of the European languages. Cowper hat 
hwae his' testimony to the taloe of ttus woric: 



' Oh, tboa, whom, borne od fimcy's ovfr wing, 
Back to tiM sMMon of life's ham^ sprtng, 
I, pIcsMd, remember, and while meroorjryet 
Holds feat her «flice, here, can ne'er fiirfeu 
Ingeniooe dreamer, in whoee welHold tale, 
Sweet fiction and eweet troth alike piwrail ; 
Whoee hum'roue rein, strong seoae, and simple atyli^ 
Maj teach the gayest, make the gravest smile * 
Winy, and well employed, and like thy Lord, 
Speaking in parables his slightest word. 
I naxnt ibee not, lest so deepised a name 
Should move a sneer at thy deeerrid feeie; 
Yet «'« in treniicory Mt*u lata dagr. 
Thai obinfUs sU my bcown wiih eober gray^ 
Bevers the man whoee PUsnim marks the reed. 
And guides the Prognn of the soul to Qod.' 

Before me lies the following ftct, which may be 
eeting to all the admirers of this work ; 

<A Baptist Society in London, called ths "Htasenl 
Knolly's Society," have issued an edition of the Pilgrim's 
Progress exactly as Bunyan published the work oriri- 
naUy, Italics, capitols, cots and alL The editor of tuii 
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e^im, Gcorae Oiibr, Secratwr of the Society, eii|nm8i» 
timt ibe Filgnzn Pathen broiurbt with them to New Ea^* 
land nearly the whole of the first edition, 1673, which is 
00 w so rare in England that he says he should like to 
tnve twenty dollars Tor a good copy. The editor thinks 
f>iere must have been huidsome editions published in 
New England prior to 1684. He infers this from the fol- 
lowing stanza froiii the introduction to the second part, 
published on or befi)re 1688 : 

"' T is in New England under such adrance, 
Beceiveo there eo much loving counteiianciB, 
As tn be trim'd, new clothed, and decked with gsmsi 
That it ntay show its features and its limbs, 
Yet more, so comely dotli my PiUrrIm walk 
That of him thousands daily eing'aod talk." * 

At tattt that hour xxtae to this saint of God wbidi mmt 
•»on come to all. Worn out with sufferings, age and 
ministerial labors, he finally closed his earthly carper 
with a memora'ble act of Christian charity. He had been 
long Imown as a peace-maker. He was desired by a 
young gentleman to become a mediator between him and 
his ofiended father. He cheerfully accomplished his 
beneYoknt mission. But, in returning to London, he 
was overtaken by a storm. He reached a friend on Snow 
Hill, and was seized with a riolent ferer, which he bore 
with great patience for ten days, when he breathed Out 
his soul into the hands of his Redeemer, August 12, 
1683, aged 60. It is a singular circumstance, that in col- 
lecting his works, it was found that he had wrote just as 
.may trsatlses as he had lived years .' 

A correspondent fimn London, in TisitingthelMssent* 
ers* burial ground, Bunhill-lields, met with the tomb of 
Banyan, which has lately been raised. Near it is the 
tomb of Dr. Watts. The inscription is concise and sim* 
)»te« No gofgeous or costly mausoleum adorns the bmM 
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- £1 ttSt he iTBS ftppoiiited Lectmcr of 91. Jaaws G«r> 
Mek Hill. Almot two jears afterwards, he was appointed 
la pmch Lady Mayer's kctoies at St. Pool's. In 173S 
ha WM amongst the roost active prmnotcrs of that chart* 
taMe iostitation, the Magdalen House. Id 17d9 h^ took 
his degree of Master of Aru. In 1763, he was appointed 
Chaplain in Ordinary to the king. Ahoat this thnc he 
was introduced to the Earl of Chesterfieid. The Idlow. 
lag year he hecame Chaplaia to his Majesty. In 176*, 
he 'took the degree 6f OocKv of Laws at Oamhridgt . H« 
expected to haTe succeeded to the rectory at West Haas 
hut was twice disappointed. 

Dr. Dodd finally remored to a house in SkmthaaipUM 
Bow, and again catered into scenes of espcote lieyoad hf« 
iBOMM. Ta accelerate his ruin, he had the misfortune !• 
0))tain a prize of £1000 in the state lottery. Elai^ with 
his soeceas, he determined on erecting a chapel near Um 
paUm of the queen, in hopes, as It is said, of hsTiof 
•time young royal auditors. So sanguine was he that ha 
aven fitted up a pew or gallery for the heir-4pparent. b 
this, as in other plans, he was doomed to disappointment. 

In 1773 he obtained the rectory of Hacklifle, in Bed- 
Ibrdsbire. About this time Dr. Dodd narrowly escaped 
with his life. Retnming home, he was stopped liy a 
highwayman, who discharged a pistol into his carriage, 
which happily, as it was then thought, only broke the 
glass. The delinqnent was tried, and on the evidence of 
Dr. Dodd, he was couTicted and executed. It is indeed a 
Bingular incident in the life of this eminent divine, that 
he should, by his testimony, have brought upon a human 

-mg the ^ery same fate that afterwards awaited him- 

is period, Dr. Dodd was in the lenith of his 
UaivaiiaUy belavad and Mtpactad,h(t would 
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■pot of this prince of aUegorists, this dreamer of Bodfinl 
jail. It is enough that he is the author of tlw Pilgrim's 
Progress. This secures his immortality, and erects for 
him an imperishahle monument. The following is ail 
that has been cat upon his tomb-stone t 

MR. JOHN BtJNYAN, 

AUTBOB OF THB PiLORIM's PrOGSBSS. 

OU, 3lBt cf August, 1688. JS 60. 



NOTB 6, PAGB 73. 

^miiam Bodd, LL.B. 

William Dodd was the eldest son of a clergyman in 
the ooonty of Lincoln, England. He was bom at Bonnie^ 
May 89th, 1729. On closing his school education in 
1746, he was admitted a Vicar of Clare Ha&, Gam- 
bridge. He excelled greatly in his studies, and soon look 
the first degree of Bachelor of Arts. In, his youth, ht 
was young, gay, thoughtless, YolatUe, particularly fond 
of dress and every species of amusement, and much d«- 
Toted, as he ludicrously expressed it, to the Gkxl of Dane* 
ing. At the age of eighteen, he became an author, and 
obtained some degree of reputation. 

On the 15th of April, 1761, he hastily united hims^in 
marriage with Miss Mary Perkins. She was endows 
with personal attractions, but was deficient in birth and 
fortune. His connection caused great pain to his fnendS) 
especially to his father. Ultimately he became a cleigy* 
man, and was very popular. On assuming this respon- 
sible office, he renounced his favorite object, Polite Let» 
ten. In his preface to the BeauUee of Shakspeare, he 
says, * For my own part, better and more important things 
henceforth demand my attention, and I here, with an 
small pleasure, take leave of Shakspeare and the Critics.' 
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' :fil ItSS lie was appointed Lecturer of St. Jamn G«r> 
Htok Hili. AlxHit two years afterwards, he wae appointed 
t» pveacb Lady Mayer*s lectures at St. Paul's. In 1759 
Ka was amongat the most active promoters of that chart- 
tahie institution, the Magdalen House. In 1769 he took 
his degree of Master of Arts. In 1763, he was appointed 
Chaplain in Ordinary to the king. Aliout this time he 
was introduced to the Earl of Chesterfield. The lollow- 
log year he hecame Chaplain to his Majesty. In 176^ 
he 'took the degree 5f Doctor of Laws at Oamhridge. Ha 
espeded to have succeeded to the rectory at West Haas 
hut was twice disappointed. 

Dr. Dodd finally reiuoTed to a house in Sbuthaanptoa 
|&ow,aad again eatered into scenes of espeose lieyoad Ma 
iBOoma. Ta accelerate his ruin, he had the •niittforHine la 
•))tai« a prize of XlOOO in the state lottery. Elainl with 
bia success, he determined on erecting a chspel near thM 
palace of the queen, in hopes, as it is said, of havkif 
itfine young royal auditors. So sanguine was he that ha 
even fitted up a pew or gallery for the heir-«pparent. la 
tUa,as in other plans, he was doomed to disappointment. 

In 1778 he obtained the rectory of Hacklifle, in Bed- 
fordshire. About this lime Dr. Dodd narrowly escaped 
with his life. Returning home, he was stopped hy a 
highwayman, who discharged a pistol into his carriage, 
which happily, as it was then thought, only broke the 
glass. The delinquent was tried, and on the evidence of 
Dr. Dodd, he was convicted and executed. It is indeed a 
singular incident in the life of this eminent divine, that 
he should, hy his testimony, have brought upon a human 
being the very same fate that afterwards awaited him- 

8«]f! 

About this period. Dr. Dodd was in the aenith of his 
yopotaiity. UMvaraaU|rbalofsadaadMapactad,iM«auU 
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uitiinatietx have reached the object of hie wishes, had he 
possessed sufficient prodeDce. Unfortunately, his habitt 
of dissipation had become too firmly rooted to be easily 
eradicated. His pecaniary embarrassments multiplied. 
To extricate himself he was tempted to the commission of 
an act which cut off all hope of rising in his profession, 
and which ruined him in the opinion of the world. On 
the translation of Bishop Moss, in February, 1774, to the 
see of Bath and Wells, the valuable rectory of St. George, 
Hanover square, fell to the disposal of the crown, by 
virtue of the king*s prerogatiTe. Either from a sugges- 
tion of his own mind, or some friend, he took a step, of 
all others, the most wild and eztravagvit, and least likely 
of success. He sent an anonymous letter to Lady Apsley, 
olforiag the sum of £3000 if she would exert her infliienoe 
to secure to him the living. The letter was shown to 
the chancellor, and after being traced to the author, 
was laid before his Majesty. The insult to so high an 
officer was followed by immediate punishment. Dr. 
Dodd's name was struck from the list of chaplains. The 
press teemed with satire and invective ; and to crown 
the whole, the matter became a subject of entertainment 
in one of Mr. Foote's pieces at the Haymarket. 

Stung with remorse. Dr. Dodd went to Geneva, to his 
pupil, who presented him to the living of Winge, in 
Buckinghamshire, which he held, with Hackliffe, by 
virtue of a dispensation. Here he might have retrieved 
his circumstances, but his extravagance led him into 
schemes which overwhelmed him in infamy. His biog« 
rapher remarks that he descended so low as to become 
the editor of a newspaper. He must have had a singular 
idea of a profession which has been adorned by 9ome of 
the most brilliant minds. From this time every step led 
to his ruin. In 1770 he went to Paris, and paraded in a 
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pliMloo at the noes on the plams <^ Salbons, drened in 
all the foppery of the kingdom in which he then resided. 
He leturned to England, and continued to exercise the 
duties of his function, particularly at the Magdalen 
Chapel, where he was heard with approbation, and 
whei9 his last sermon was preached, Febnntry 2, 1777, 
only two days before he signed the fatal instrument 
which 4>rought him to an ignominious end. 

His embarrassments increasing, he committed the 
crime which terminated his earthly career. He forged a 
bond on his pupil, Lord Chesterfield, for £4200. Upon 
the credit of this he obtained a considerable amount of 
money. He was soon detected, and committed to prison. 
His guilt was deariy pro^d. May 26th he receiyed his 
sentence. Being asked why sentence of death should 
not be pronounced, he addressed the court in a very ani- 
mated and pathetic speech, which his ibi(^rapher has 
^teserred. On being convicted, some of the most power- 
ful talent of England was enlisted in his behalf; even the 
great Dr. Johnson plead warmly for his pardon. There 
has scarcely been an execution in which a deeper interest 
has been felt. A most fervent petition was presented in 
person by his wife, in which she says, ' she hath been 
the wife of this, unhappy man more than twenty-seven 
years ;' and * * * that many are the hearts which he 
has freed from pain, and the faces which he has cleared 
from sorrow.' The ruling sovereign was inexorable. 
He met his fate calmly. He ascended the cart at the 
gallows, and spoke to his fellow sufferer. He prayed for 
himself^ his wife, and the youth that suffered with him. 
His ' Thoughts * are dated Feb. 24, 1777, and on June 25, 
same year, he writes, * On Tuesday morning I am to be 
made Immortal 1 I die with a heart truly contrite and 
bioken under a ssnsa of its great and manifbld offiMwet, 
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Inii-OTnilintBd snd foitalaed tiy • fim fMt in the po- 
doning love of Jesns Christ.' « * * 

It is a remarkable fact that the king ahsolotely de- 
ckured that he would ne^er pardoo a criminal for that 
apecits of forgery of which Or. Dodd was gvihy. Fyom 
that haor that kind ni forgery increased ! 

While in Newgate, Dr. Dodd, in little more than two 
months, wrote his ezoeUent work entitled, Tkn^ta in 
Prison, Speaking of it lie says : 

**Iheffmi these thoagfats merely (Vom the iinpressfon 
of m^ nmid, without plui, purpose, or motive, more than 
the situation and state of my souL I continued them on 
a thoaghtful and regular plan ; and I have been esaiUed 
wonderfully — in a state, which in better days I should 
have suppMed would hsve destroyed all jpower of reflec- 
tion — to bring them nearly to a conclusion. I dedicate 
them to God, and to the reJIeeHnsr teriouB among my fel- 
low-creatures ; jsnd I bless the Almighty for the ability 
to so through tAcm^ amidst the terrors of this diraplacBj 
ana the bitter anguish of my disconsolate mind." 



Note 6, page 85. 

Sir Walter Balagh. 

Sia Waltbb Ralsgii was bora in De^ronshire, Eng- 
laud, in the 3rear IS62. He descended from an illastriom 
fomily. He was the son of a naval officer Walter Ra- 
legh, of Farden, by a thin! wife. He eaAy imbibed a 
taste for military adventure. He entered upon life at a 
very interesting period. He engaged actively in the 
Irish rebellion. At his return, his reputation was some- 
what overshadowed by that illustrious group, of which 
Elixabeth was the central figure, which, acooiding to 
Gimy, as <{aoted by Bfacauley, the last of the bards seen 
ilk vMq» from the topof fltaewdn, ene^cHng theTiigtn 
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'ManyalMtronbold, 
Acul gorgeous ilamM and statesmen old. 
In bearded majesty appear.' 

Ralegh^s introdaction at court strongly shows bis gal- 
lantry. ' The genius of Romance seems to have displaced 
the muse of History, and for a time to have ruled the 
kooi.' The queen, surrounded by her nobles and offi- 
e«s, on <me occasion, came to a spot where the rains had 
made the ground too moist for royal footsteps. She 
hasitatcd. Ralegh stepped forward among the embar- 
rassed courtiers ; threw off his magnificent mantle, and 
cast it apon the earth. She received the attention with 
mmidacency and surprise, and looked with delight upon 
tlie noble form of the young soldier to whom she was in- 
debted fdr so fair a carpet. Ralegh immediately re- 
ceived an office about her person. 

Passing over many exciting scenes in the life of this 
ilkntrious statesman, we corao to the hour of his disgrace. 
He was charged with Atheism, that established watch- 
word of calumny. It was even said he had formed a 
school of Atheism, in which the Old and New Testaments 
were derided, and a spirit of blasphemy infused into the 
minds of his scholars. 

But there was a still darker offence than Atheism in the 
eyas of the queen. Ralegh privately married one of her 
maids of honor. Her jealousy and pride were provoked. 
Although herself near sixty years of age, yet she loved to 
see him and Essex contending for her love. He was sent 
to the Tower, with his lady, where so many brilliant 
geniuses have been immured, and from which we have 
gathered the richest materials for our work. He had 
been a courtier long enough to loiow that Aattery was the 
way of floiUning the royal heart ; and affbctiag 



MOGAAPaiCAL AND CRITICAL NOTIOSt. 

eztniTigant sorrow at being shut out from the pies«iioi 
of the queen, he was soon released. 

During the remainder of Elizabeth's reign, Balegh was 
sometimes in Parliament, sometimes at his eaCal« at 
Sherboume, and sometimes with his club at the Mer- 
maid, where he gathered around bim some of the 
choicest spirits of his age. Among them was Sbak«- 
peare, Ben Jonson, Beaumont, Fletcher, Selden, Cotton, 
Carew, Martin, Donne, and others ; forming an asaocift- 
tion unrivalled in any preceding age, and an assemblage 
unequalled at any period since. We fear that a kmg 
time must elupse before such an association can again be 
formed. Here, in the luxury of unrestrained and con- 
genial society, were to be heard the 'wit -combats*!^ 
Shakspeure and Jonson, and the grave disquisitions of 
Selden, Cotton, and Ralegh ; but if we may accredit the 
attractive description of the poet Jonson, plajrful rail- 
lery, exalted by the power of genius, predominated over 
abstruse discus^on : 

' Wliat thinn have we seen 

Done at theMermaid ! heard words that have been 

So nimble, and so full of subtle Rama, 

As if thai every one from whom they came 

Hud meant to put his wit in a jest/ 

What a constellation of wit and genius I What writer 
can help lamenting that these precious scenes were un- 
recorded ! What a wonderful age ! What a deep im- 
press has it made upon our own ! Who does not sometimes 
wish to go back to such an era ? Yet, light as it was, 
there was darkness. An age, however bright in letters, 
that could find pretence to execute Ralegh, must have 
been indeed dark in humanity. Intellectual and moral 
light do not always keep pace with each other. What an 
illustration in the death-penalty ! How slow, yet hnw 
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SWfe; is human progress I Before it, Slarery, War, In- 
temperance, and thv) Gibbet must fall. 

Let us turn, then, 10 the closing scenes of one who filled 
to large a space in the world's history. 

With the death of Elizabeth,- the sun of Ralegh's for- 
tane went down. He was accused of Atheism and 
Treason ; charges always indefinite. Yet, under them, 
how many have been condemned ! What is Treason 1 
What is Atheism ? If defined, do the guilty desenre 
death? Sir John Harrington, in his letter to Prince 
Henry, in 1609, has a fine couplet on Treason : 

' Treason doth never prosper ; — What 's the reason ? 
Why, if it prosper, none dare call it Treaaon.' 

Ralegh's trial was conducted by the celebrated Coke, 
with great brutality and violence. < Traitor, monster, 
Tiper and spider of hell,' were the terms which he em- 
ployed against the most illustrious man of the kingdom. 
His defence is said to have been surpassingly eloquent. 
Speaking of it, one says, ' When I saw him first, I would 
have gone a hundred miles to have seen him hanged, and 
ere I came away, I would have gone a thousand to have 
saved his life.' He was condemned. For nearly a 
month after his sentence, Ralegh was hourly expecting 
his death. Monday was the appointed time. 

On the evening of the Sabbath he addressed that noble 
and beautiful letter to his wife, which, though it has been 
often published, has never been read without sentiments 
of the highest admiration for the noble and Christian 
spirit which breathes in every line : 

* I would not present you with sorrows ; let them so 
into the grave with me, and be buried in the dust.' ' To 
what friend to direct thee, I know not, for all mine have 
left me in the true tim» of trial, and I jdainly pereeire 



*The donwoe of the Tower,* nyv • writer, <did -Ml 
imvpnt bis being visited by the muses, who taught their 
votary how to fiod consolation for some of hia dars and 
melancholy prison boors. His subjects were graver and 
holier than the songs of his freedom, but his Ijrre had 
lost nothing of its sweetness. It was while there that 
he wrote the following beautiful h3rmn, which breatbea 
the most exalted strain of devotion : 

HYMN. 

'*BI«s. O aiT aoul, with thy deaires, to heaven. 
And with divjneast contemplation use 
Thy time, where time's eternity is given, 
And lei vain ihouehts no more thv mind aboaa} 
But down in darkness let them lie ; 
^ live ihy tietter, let thy worse thoughts dlsu 

'And thou, my soul, inspired with holy flame, 
TIsw and review, with most regardful eye^ 
That holy cross, whence thy salvation euna, 
On which thy Saviour and thy sin did dia ; 
For in that sacred object is much pleasure, 
And in that Saviour is my life, my treasure. 

*' To thee, O Jesu, I direct my eyes, 

To thee mv hands, tn thee my humble knees, 
* To thee my heart shall offer sacriilce ; 

To thee my thoughts, who my thoughts only 



To thee myself, myself and all I give, 
To thee I die, to thee I only live." * 



9« Also composed that stupendous work, entitled, 'tlM 
History of the World,' which he published in 1614. A 
copy, forming a quarto volume as large as the Scriptoies, 
may be seen in Harvard College. There has been an 
edijlion also in twelve volumes. It is wonderful how h9 
found leisure to accmnulate such vast stores of learning. 
Hume says of this history, that it ' aifords the best modil 
of the ancient style.' 

As a navigator, a historian, a statesman, an orator, vmI 
ft VflMcimt RaJegh has seldom btei^ siurpass^l^ 4U • 
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pKi he was forcible, elegant and iinaginatiTe. Hit 
poems, however, must rather be considered as the indi- 
catiooiB) £haB as the fruits, of his genius. It is singular 
that a stanza in his ' Silent Lover ' was about seventy 
years i^ attributed to the £larl of Chesterfield. 

In looking over Chambers' Cyclopedia, that invaiU' 
able work, we find even his celebrated poem, entitled 
the * Farewell,' and by some the *Lie,' is attributed to 
Joshua Sylvester. We give the fact, though we doubt 
the authority. We have examined Cayley, Mrs. Thomp- 
son, and other biographers. In all the poem is ascribed 
td Ralegh. To those who have any doubts, we refer them 
to the note of the learned Percy, who has placed the poem 
among his Reliqucs of Ancient English Poetry, in three 
vv^umes. Vol. ii., p. 231. London edition, 1846. 

'This piece, entitled the "Farewell," or "Soul's Er- 
latd," Is also called " The Lye.*' It is found in a scarce 
miseeUany, intitled " Davison's Poems ora poeticall Rap* 

aodiOj divided into sixe boohs Tne fourth im* 

veestion, newly corrected and augmented, and put into a 
mrme more pleasing to the reader. London, 1 621 ^ 12mo. " 
The poem is reported to have been written by its cele- 
brataa author the night befcnn his execution, Oct. 2$| 
1618. IQUalog-. o/T. Rowbikson, 1727.] But this 
must be a mistake, for there were at least two editions of 
Davison's poems before that time ; one in 1608, the other 
in 1611. [Cataios:. of Sunt. CoH.. Library. This is 
either lost or mislaid.] So that unless this poem was an 
after-insertion in the 4th edition, it must have been writ- 
ten long before the death of Sir Walter ; perhaps it was 
composed soon after his condemnation m 1603. [See 
Oldy's Life of Sir Walter Ralegh, p. 173, fol.] For the 
Poem itself, see Reliques of Ancient English Poetry. By 
THOMAe Paacvt 3 vols., vol. ii., p. 231, London.* 

We close our sketch, which has been extended further 

than was at first intended, owing to the exciting incidents 

vlHch erowd the life oi this illustrious man, with the 

poalieal eottpHmeiit paid hjm by the amiable Thomson i 
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DJMi his atx. It b» al< ibf grandnn nd MatflnKa at 
the old SpaiiKb iddm. The ' Pnttr' ii the odIj fotm 
th» he wme daring his mnfintmeoi. li u a grvid pn>- 
dncika, ud would do cndii to any sfr. 

' He wu ciccniHl u HiTana id ibt serpntb ntonlh, IS44. 
AccaidiDg lo the cniom id Cut* with omdraiiwd orimi- 
nilf, he was cowlacicd rnnn prison to the "chipel or the 
dooiDai," He fiassed Ihiihei iriih aia^lar tofnposnrr, 
unidst ■ pat tOKoane of people. gia«rull|r Mining 
his Dnnwrms ecqaa in lances. The chapel sas hnng wilh 
black clolh, dimly ligliied. Placido was mteil beside 
hia n^n. Pr'iesu in loDg black mlif* Nood woond 
him, chaniing in »palchral Toices Ihe wrrice of l)i> 
dead. Ii is an ordeal nnder which ihe aioiileat- boned 
■Dd Toaa resolole hare been fmnd to sink. ATtei endar- 
il9 ll (or (wmy.roar bonn, be «M led out to execatko. 
Fbetdo etme fimfa calm and andiMiiayed ; boldin; a en- 
cHi in his hand, be recited, in a load, clear Toiee, ■ 
Mknu pnyer in verae, which be bad compoaed imMM 
ika barrora of the " ebapd." ll thrilled npoa the heart* 
of all who heard it. I am indebted to a rrinid for inift- 
■Dca In readeriag iM) remarkable |Rayer into En^iib 

PBATEE OF FLAODO. 
To Thee I inrn In lUrknen and d«pajr: 
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" All things obej Thee ; dyf ng or reviving^. 

As thou Ciiiniitanitest ; all, apart fntm Thee, 
Fniiii Thee alone their life aiiJ pttwer deriviuf, 

Sink and are l«*tfi in va-^t eieniiiy ' 
Yet d«>ilt the void otiey Thee; auice fntm nnugte 
Thi« niarrelluud lieiug by Thy baud wa4 wrougbL 

" O merciful God ! — I cannot shun thy presence, 
Fur ihrousfh its veil oi Ae^th rhy piercing eye 
Lookelh upon niy spirii's unaoiled e«ience, 

As through the pure trannparenceuf the sky; 
Let not the oppressor ciap his bltxHiy hands, 
As o'er my pnwlrate iunoceuce he stands ! 

" But, if, alas ! it seemeih giKxl unto Thee 
That I should pensh as the guilty dies, 
That, a cold, mangled corse, my foes should rlew im, 

With hateful malice and exulting eyes, 
Speak Thou the word, and bid them shed my blood, 
Fully in me Thy wiU be done, O God ! " 

<0n arriTing at the iatal spot, he sat down a^ onlered, 
with his bade to the soldiers. The multitude reooUeeted, 
that, in some affecting lines written by the conspirator in 
prison, he had said that it would be useless to seek to 
kill him by shooting his body — that his heart mubt b« 
pierced ere it would cease its throbbings. At the last 
moment, just as the soldiers were about to fire, he rose 
up and gazed for an instant around and abore him, <a 
the beautiful capital of bis native land, and its sail- 
flecked bay, on the dense crowds about him, the blue 
mountains in the distance, and the sky glorious with the 
summer suushine. "Adios, mundo I" (Farewell, world !) 
he said, calmly, and sat down. The word was given, 
and five balls entered his body. Then it was, that, 
amidst the groans and murmurs of the horror-strickea 
spectators, be rose up once more, and turned his he»i to 
the shuddering soldiers, his face wearing an expression 
of superhuman courage . <' Will no one pity me V* he said, 
laying his hand over his heart. "Here, fire beret** 
V^hile he yet spake, two balls ontertd Ms heart, and lia 
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fell dead. Thus perished the hero-poet of Cuba. He 
has not fallen in vain. His genius and his heroic death 
will doubtless be regarded by his race as precious lega- 
cies. To the great names of L'Ouverture and Petion, the 
colored man can now tdd that of Juan Placido.' 

We have given, in the text, the beautiful translation 
by Mas. Maria W. Chapman. The reader can now 
compare the two different yersions. 

His works display great genius, exquisite taste, and an 
unfeigned love of virtue and piety. There is a grandeur 
and sublimity in his productions very seldom united. 

We add the following just tribute from the New York 
Tribune, to this noble man : — 

' Placido was a patriot and a holy martyr. He was 
actuated by the highest influences that ever inspired hu- 
manity to resist oppression. He met his death, and all 
the scoffs and tortures which the inquisitorials of Spain 
could inflict, without yielding a point or betraying an ac- 
complice. Cuba has few such men ; if she had, all her 
bonds would have been cast deep into the Gulf lonff ago. 
Placido was a true poet, too, as well as patriot and mar- 
tyr ; and the soul that is exalted by true poetry has such 
cognizance of G«d that it scorns human bondage. Almost 
his last words in prison, before being led out for execu- 
tion, form one of tbe loftiest hymns to Liberty recorded 
in any language.' 

Note S, page 95. 

Daniel De Foe. 

Daniel De Foe was born in London, in 1661. He 
was intended for a Presbyterian minister, but entered into 
trade. He failed in business, and absconded from his 
creditors ; but it should be said to his honor, that he vol- 
untarily paid most of his creditors both principal and in- 
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Duiel De Foe was the author of Robinten Chuae, of 
MoU FUmden, CoUmd Jack, A Political muory ^f ike 
Devilj and a great number of other works, wnoontu)^ to 
about two hundred and ten! Historians suppose he 
wrote even more, because he did not always affix his 
name to his productions. 

In 1699, he wrote his * True Bom Englishman, a Po- 
etical Satire on Foreigners, and a Defence of Klfi|^ WU- 
Uam and the Dutch.* Tho worlt had an unexampled 
eak. The opening lines of this satire hare frsqueallf 
been quoted: — 

' Whsrerer God erecta a houae of prayer, 
The devil always builds a chape] there ; 
And 't will be round, upoa examination, 
TtM latter has the largest congregation.' 

In 1702, he wrote an ironical treatise against the £Bgh 
Church party, entitled, ITie Shortest Way with the Di»- 
•enters. This was voted to be a libel, by the House of 
Commons. The author was found guilty, and was sen- 
tenced to imprisonment, to stand in the pillory, and pay 
a fine of two hundred marks. He at first concealed him- 
self, but his printer and bookseller being apprehended, 
he generously came forward, to use his own words, *to 
throw himself upon the favors of the government, rather 
than others should be ruined by his mistakes.* During his 
hours of imprisonment, he wrote that stinging satire en- 
titled A Hymn to the Pillory, He called it the * Stats 
Trap of the Law.' 

Pope, in his * Dunciad,' alludes to De Foe in the pillory 
with the spirit of a political partizan, not that of a firieod 
to literature or liberty. 

* Btrless on high stood unabashed De Foe, 
And Tutchin flagrant fh»n the aooiins bdow.' 
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li thk oonplct Pope has joined with De Fbe, Tntehin, 
yi^tum Judge Je^es ofdered to be so inhamanly whipped 
Ihm he putitioned to the kias^ to be haDged ! 

Afler the pid>UGatioa of hk satire, the noted Thomas 
BmwQ. fsodiiced a pkasaat dialogue < Between the PiUorjr 
and Daniel De FW.' Ned Ward, in a work writtea 
agaisst Dq Fes, aceases him of taking occasloD from his 
a es.l t n se to write anotlier book :-^ 

' The PiUory was but a hook 
To make him write another book. 
£Ks lofty hymn to the wooden ruff 
Wm to the law a couater cuff, 
And, truly, without whig^sh flattery, 
A plain assaaltand downright battery.' 

• 

While in prison, De Fdo condacted a periodical work| 
pnbUshed twice a week, entitled The Review. He a^n 
tried his hand at political irofty, and was a second time 
thrown into prison, and condemned to pay a fine o£ £800. 
His eonfinement terminated in a few days. 
- Of the poems which we have inserted, mach need not 
be said. In our first edition, we Imew nothing of the 
satire, entitled, More R^ormaHon. A mere accident 
brought it to light. In examining some boolLs at Har- 
vard College library, we found a single reference to this 
inimitable satire, and soon had the work itself placed in 
onr hands. It is now probably very scarce. It covered 
over about fifty pages, very openly printed. We took the 
liberty of making extracts, placing over each an appro- 
priate title. De Foe, in his preface, complains that ' 't is 
hard, that when by a man's writing 'tis plain enough 
what he means, yet a poor author should be forced to 
trouble the world with a long account of what he does not 
mean, too P He then alludes to his work, entitled, Th€ 
TVus Bent Bin^[Uaikmain. * This is the ease,^ h» says, 
24 
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* with respect to those dissentns who are of 0|iinUm that 
a certain book, which 7 is too true for me vat of my 
wrUing-f was writ with a design to have all the dissent- 
ers hanged, banished, or destroyed, and that the galloids 
and all the gal lies should be the penalty of going to a 
conventicle, forgetting that the same time I must de- 
sign to have my father, my wife, six innocent childnen, 
and myself put into the same condition ! ' The whole 
prefoce is full of sentiment. 

Of the ether poems we need not speak. ' The Hymn to 
the Pillory ' is a fiae satire on that ' hieroglyphic state 
machine.' He ably contrasts, in the remaining two 
verses, the conduct of the slave-owners with those of the 
Spaniards who butchered the people of Meiico, to pos- 
sess their gold, and ' left one third of God's creation 
void. ' He gives the palm of superior mercy to the latter. 

De Foe possessed extraordinary talents. As a com- 
mercial writer, he is entitled to stand foremost among 
his cotemporaries. He possessed great originality, 
profound knowledge, a lively imagination, solid judg- 
ment. As a satirist, he has, perhaps, never been excelled ;< 
in grave irony, he may have given his first lessons to 
Swift. As a novelist, he was the father of Richardson, 
and partly of Fielding. As an essayist, he suggested the 
'Tatler' and 'Spectator.' He may be considered the 
father or the founder of the English novel. His work on 
Robinson Crusoe has passed through many editions, and 
been translated into several languages. ' It will ever be 
read as one of the most wonderful works of fiction ever 
produced by any writer in any age. The natural longing 
for society expressed by Crusoe is in' the highest degree 
pathetic, 'Oh, that but one man had been saved! — oh, 
that there had been but one V The description of Ciu- 
aoe's sensations on finding the Ibot^print on the nod is 
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aii incident conceived in the very spirit of poetry. Dr. 
fieattie said of it, that it was 'one of those novels which 
one may read not only with pleasure, but with profit.' 
c'Rosseau said, ' It is one of the best iKtoks that can lie put 
into the hands of children.' 

The life of this active and voluminous writer was 
closed in April 1731. It seems to have been one of con> 
■tinned want, dulness and persecution. He died insoU 
vent, though the author of two hundred and ten liooks 
and pamphlets. What a sad commentary on the fate o^ 
wathonl 

Note 9, page 107. 

BoiTeaiito CeUlaL 

Trjesx poems are copied from a very singnlar work, 
entitled, * The Life of Bekvxnuto Cellini : A Floren- 
tine Artist. Containing a variety of Curious and Inter- 
esting Particulars relative to Painting, Sculpture and 
Architecture : and a History of his Own Time. Written 
by Himself, in the Tuscan Language, and translated from 
the Original, by Thomas Nugent, L.L. D., P. S. A. In 
two volumes. Philadelphia : R. & T. Desilver, 1812.' 

Of the birth of Cellini we have the following anecdote : 

' The father, who was not expecting a son, was told by 
the midwife that she had brought him a fine present. 
Bring of a philosophical disposition, he said, " mat God 
gives me, Ishal' always receive thaukfully ;" but finding 
that it was the dear, unexj)ected boy, he joined his hands 
together, and liflinff up his eyes to heaven, said, " Lord, 
I thank thee from tne bottom of my heart for this present, 
which is verv dear and acceptable to me." The standers 
^y asked him, joyfully, what name he proposed to give 
the child ; but he made them no other answer than, '*'Let 
him be Bxnvenuto, which aignifies Welcome.' " 
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fie WM bam on All-aumts' day, in the year lioe. - 
His Lift vnB written more than two centuries agOi 
iad was origiiially pablished in I7d0 ; baving been sop- 
jneaaed for aome tioie, for reaaons wbicb will oocar to tha- 
Englisb reader. He was impriaoDed on a ialae aecuaa- 
tioB of beiag in poaaesaion of a great treaaure taken from 
tbe castle of St. Angelo, when it was aacked by the ^en- 
iaids. He suffered maicli in his confinement. His tow- 
ariag genins waa still active, for bMnaa ingeaaity, as yet| 
baa baih ao w^ls so thick, nor forged bo chaias so heavyi 
as to confine the baman soul. His poems evince a good 
spirit, and are worthy of perasal. His work contains 
many carious incidents of himself and his times. He 
was an intimate friend of the renowned Michael Angelo, 
wboae worka are known thfoaghoai the world. Horaee 
Walpole thus speaks of this remarkable genius : — 

' CelUni was one of the most extraordinary men hi alt 
extniordinary ase ; but Ms life, written by hittuMlf, Is 
mote aOMsing than any novel known.* 

A writer in the Retrospective Review ises the follow- 
ing strong language : — 

* This is, perhaps, the most perfect piece of autobi- 
ogttiphy that ever was written, whether considered with 
reference to the candor and veracity of the author, the 
spirit of the incidents, or the breatninff vitality or the 
narrative. It has also the recommemuition of having 
been written at a very interesting period of literary his- 
tory, and of recording some curious particulars relative to 
the private character of the great men of the time. * * 
We never, in the whole course of our lifo, read a book. o£ 
more engaging description.* * ' * * 

Benvenuto Cellini, a man of great genius and una>m> 
mon verstttility of talents ; caressed alike by kings, popes, 
tod dignitaries of the church of Rome ; esteeobbd by men 
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of leaning ; lauded by the most eminent artists of hit 
time< and beloved by ail bis acquaintance. Admitted 
into the privacy of the most elevated in rank and station, 
he never forgot what was due to himself as a man ; he 
was neither servile to kings nor their mistresses ; he nei< 
ther flattered popes nor their favorites ; he neither wor- 
shipped a cardinal's hat nor the tiara ; he was bold for the 
ri^nt, and thoiuht not that St. Peter's chair could saoc* 
tity wrong or hallow injustice ; he dared to speak the 
tnith ; an audacity fatal to the hopes of the followers of 
courts, and the aspirers to place.' 



NOTX 10, PAGE 116. 

ICajor Jolm Androi 

Evert reader of American history knows the fate of 
Andre. He was condemned as a spy during the Ameri- 
can revolution, while negotiating with Arnold about the 
surrender of West Point. He was distinguished for his 
talents and elegance of manners. He was executed at 
the age of twenty-nine. 

Mrs. Child, in her first series of letters from New 
Vork, gives some interesting sketches of her visit to the 
town where he was captured, and the place of his execu- 
tion and burial. It was at Tarrytown, near the Hudson. 
She thus speaks of the slight circumstance that led to his 
detection : — ' In 1780, two men called at a farmer's for a 
glass of cider. While waiting, the farmer saw them 
looking intently upon some object. He inquired what 
they saw. *' Hush ! hush ! " they replied ; "the red- 
coats are yonder, just within the Lap." Twenty-four 
men, in an. English gun-boat, were lying on their oars. 
The Americans fired, and killed two persons. The Brit- 
ish left at once. Andre arrived, and finding the boat 
24* 
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gone, attempted to proceed to the interioTi and 
tftken. So much may depend on a dmnglit of cider H 
What a slight circumstance may fix our deatiayl He 
mas execated at Orangetown. At half a mile's distance 
was the bead-quarters of General Washington. 

A few years since, the Duke of York requested the 
British consul to send the remains of Andre to England. 
Two thriving firs were found near the grave, and a peach 
tree which a lady had planted there ! At the removal of 
the remains, many of the women and children wept. 
The roots of the peach tree had entirely interwoven the 
skull with their fine net-work ! Where the gallows had 
been erected was an old Dutch farm-house, occupied by a 
man whose fiither had frequently sobl peaches to the 
'beloved and lamented Andre.' Mrs. Child saw the 
identical room where Andre was itaprisoned. With the 
exception of new plastering, it remains the same as then, 
ft is long, low, and narrow, and being without furniture 
or fire-place, it still has rather a jail-like look. ' I waft 
sorry,' she says, * for the new plastering, for I hoped to 
find some record of prison thoughts cut in the walls* 
Two doves were cuddled together on a bench in one cor- 
net, and looked in somewhat melancholy tnood. These 
mates were all alone in that silent apanmentwhere Andre 
shed bitter tears over the miniature of his beloved. Alas 
for mated human hearts! This world is too often for 
them a pilgrimage of sorrow.' 

Since the publication of the first edition of this work, 
I7e have visited the gallery at Tale College^ New 
Haven, Gt., and we find the portrait to be attached to 
Andre's poem a very exact imitation. Andre drew his 
likeness without the aid of a glass. He was seated in 
his guard room the morning appointed for his execudon. 
fie was, boweter, respited one day. He often drew hbin* 



iil^ ^h hf» )MS6, ftr ttraiuemmtt. He ptHeMoA 4ik 
cbftwing to Mr. Tomlinson, an officer on guard. 

A lock of hair, taken from his grave, after being buried 
forty years, is very carefully preserved in the same instl- 
ttttion, presented by Ebenezer Baldwin, Aug. 8, 1832. 



Note 11, pack 117. 

This excellent sonnet, which possessed a high degree 
of ^une among the old cavalierS) was written during his 
confinement in the gate-house, Westminster, where he 
was committed by the House of Commons, in 1642, for 
presenting a petition from the county of Kent, requesting 
them to restore the king to his rights, and to settle the 
government. See Wood's Atheanse, voL ii., p. 228, and 
Lyson's Environs of London, vol. i., p. 109, where may 
be seen at large the affecting story of this elegant writer^ 
who, after having been distinguished for every gallant 
and polite accomplishment, the jraittem of his own sex, 
and the darling of the ladies, died in the lowest wretch* 
edness, obscurity and want, 1658. The song is printed 
from a scarce volume of his poems, entitled ' Lucasta, 
1649, 12mo,' collated with a copy in the editor's fi)llo 
MS. 

To beguile the time of his confinement, he collected 
his poems, and published them, in 1649, under the title of 
trtieaata: Odea^ Sofig's, Sonnets, (f^;. He chose this 
title on account of the *lady of Ms love,' Miss Lucy 
Sackeverell, whom he usually called Lus Caata, 

The work may be foufid in the Boston Athenseum. Thft 
poem is in Percy's Reliques of Ancient English Poetry, 
vol. ii., p. 246, London edition. Also in Chambers* 
CyolopeBdia of English Literature, with a sketch of his 
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Uf«, p. 144; pobUahcd by GooU, KmdaU & LiMttab 
Boston. 

NOTB 13, PAOB 131. 

Jolm Harriagtaa, 

JoHV HAmKoroTON, an English poet, tonrished nbool 
the middle of the sixteenth oentory. He was mllied, hj 
marriage, to the loyal &mily, and was a faTorite with 
Queen Elizabeth. He was imprisoned in the tower by 
Qoeen Bfary, for holding oorrespondenoe with Prinoen 
Elizabeth. It is said he was confined with his wift 
eleven months for carrying a letter to the princess. After 
the accession of Elizabeth to the throne, he was rewarded 
with marks of peculiar favor, with reference more espe- 
cially to his son, Sir John Harrington, who became distin* 
gaished for his literary attainments. He died in 1612. 

The Harringtons were remarkable for their lineage, as 
well as literary and official distinctions. One of them 
(James Harrington) seems to have caused much trouble 
to the royal family, inasmnch as he dared to question tho 
divine right of kings. This will appear from the follow- 
ing letter written by a bigoted opponent to James ffttr- 
Hngton^ soon after the publication of his Oceana. It is 
entitled, * A Slap on thx Snout cf the Repvslicav 
SwiNS THAT BOOTBTH UP MoKABCHY.' [See a cnrioos 
work, entitled Nu^a Antiquas.] The changes in oar 
orthography will not detract from a just admiration of 
the elegy. 

* What,' he asks, ' moveth James Harrington to pravokn 
the wroth of Kings ? His own lineage is derived from 
the blood of the Anointed . The marriage of your ancestor 
with a descendant from Matilda, niece to William the 
Conquoror, is the first derivation of royalty; another 
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wa^ granted lardge rewards by State acts, for valiantly 
making prisoner Henry the Sixth, in obeyance to the 
Powers tW were then ruleing. The great King Henry 
the Vlllth matched his darlib? dau^ter to John Har- 
rinston, and, though a natural daughter, dowered her 
witiL the rich lands of Bath priory ; and Queen Elizabeth 
affected these faithful servants so much, as to become god- 
mother to their son, and made him a knyght for his 
wit and his valour. Our blessed Kin^ James did en- 
noble your great uncle the Lord Harrmgton of Elxton. 
and entrusted to his care and wisdom the renowned 
Princess Elizabeth for tuition. Yourself was caressed 
by the blessed martyr Charles, and honoured with wordei, 
and even his princelie favours from his ovm hands 
on the scaffold. Why do you thus stir up the peo- 
ple to imagine a vain thing, and set themselves agamst 
the Anointed, to whom you claim such glorious afiiDity. 
nay, consanguinity ? Had Prince Henry had presage of 
Tour boldness, he would not have chosen young Lord 
Harrington, your cousin, to tennis withal^ ana writ« 
Latin epistles to in Germany. The whole is to disturb 
tlie peace again, and fill the people with notions of Kinj^s 
doing wrong, wnich all earthly wisdom and divine inior- 
ibation prove they cannot do : for whatever is of God is 
pure ana perfect. I could not hold from speaking thus 
much, and, if I may say more, you cannot do a better 
deed than burn the work, which will continue to sin when 
you are no more able to sin, and forever prevent the 
^adow of meicyfrom approaching you ; for to him that 
fighteth against Kinp there can be no peace or quarter 
fiom the King of Kings. I am your well-adviser, out in 
much wrath, as the cause requireth, 

' J. Lesley, Dep, C. 



NOTB 13, PAGE 137. 

JtaoM I. 

This monarch was confined eighteen years in Windsor 
cattle. He was only elevten years of age when his im- 
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prisonment commenced. The news was brought to his 
father, we are told, ' while at supper, and did so over- 
whelm him with i^ief that he was almost ready to gire 
np the ghost into the hands of the servants who attended 
him. But being carried to his bed-chamber, he abstained 
from all food, and in three days died of hunger and grief 
at Rothesay.' 

The subject of his poem was his love for the Lady Jane 
Beaufort, daughter of the Earl of Somerset, of whom he 
became enamored while in prison, and to whom he was 
subsequently espoused. There is a beautiful story con- 
nected with his long imprisonment, which will undoubt- 
edly gratify the reader. It is said that at one time, in 
awaking from a trance, and rising from his stony pillow, 
lie prayed that some token might be sent to confirm the 
promise of happier days. Suddenly, a turtle dove of the 
porest whiteness came ftying in at the window, and 
sllights upon his hand, bearing in her bill a branch of 
led gilliflower, in the leaves of which was written, in let- 
ters of gold the following sentence : — 

' Awake ! awake ! I bring, lover, I bring 
The newid glad thai blidsfnl is, and sure 

Of thilt comfort, now laugh and play and sing, 
For in the heaven decretit in thy core.' 

He received the branch with mingled hope and dread ; 
read it with rapture, and this, he says, waa the first token 
of his increasing happiness. In an edition of his poema, 
in the Boston Athenaeum, there is a fine engraving of thia 
incident. We are indebted to Chambers' Elucyclopsedia 
of English Literature for the poem. 
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Note 14, page 142. 
Anne Boleyn. 

H18TORT scarcely furnishes a biography more roman- 
tic than the melancholy and eventful life of Anne 
Boleyn, the second queen of Henry VIII. She was maid 
of honor to Catharine, Henry's first wife, when he fell in 
love with her. Determined to marry her, he applied to 
the pope for a divorce, which was refused. Afterwards, 
defying the pope, he married Anne, which became the 
occasion of the Reformation. She was a woman of great 
beauty, of brilliant talents, and of uncommon charity. 
She gave away, in three quarters of a year, fourteen or 
fifteen thousand pounds. She also intended to send 
money into the four quarters of the realm for the benefit 
of poor artificers and occupiers. She very unwisely 
made her way to the throne of Great Britain. She was 
too fond of admiration, and too condescending, to be a 
queen. The tyrant who sacrificed one wife for her was 
equally ready to sacrifice her for another. 

Speaking of her condemnation, she says : — 

' But if you have already determined of me, and that 




will pardon your great sin herein, and likewise my ene- 
mies, the instruments thereof; and that he will not call 
you to a strait account for your unprincely and cruel 
wage of me, at his general judgment seat, where both 
you and myself must shortly appear, and in whose just 
judgement, I doubt not, (whatever the world may think 
of me,) my innocency shall be openly known, and suf- 
ficiently cleared. 

< My last and only request shall be, that myself may 
only bear the burden of your Grace's displeasure, and that 
it may not touch the innocent souls of t^>se poor gentle- 
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men whom, u I undentandi are ^kewiae in atimlt ioi- 
priaonment for my sake. 

* If ever I haTe found fitvor in yonr sight — if ever ths 
name of Anne Boleyn have been pleasing in joar ears — 
then let me obtaio this request : and so I wiU Imy/e to 
trouble Graces any farther ; with mine earnest j^yer to 
the Trinity to have yoor Grace in his good keejping^ and 
to direct yon in all your actions. 

* From my dokrol prison in the Tower, the aizth of 

<Aknb BolsthJ 

But we hare no room to enter into the details of her 
eventful life, io these notes. We hasten, then, to her 
death, which seems to rereal the tme character better 
than the bustling scenes of life. John Fox has presened 
her words, which breathe a strain of ferrent piety and 
resignation in that solemn hour: — 

< Good Christian people, I am come hither to die ; ibr, 
according to the law and by the law. I am j^adged to 
death, and therefore I wiU speak nothing agamst it. I 
am come hither to accuse no man, nor to speak anything 
of that whereof I am accused and condemned to die ; but 
I pray God save the king, and send him long to reign 
oyer you, for a gentler or a more merciful prince was there 
never, ain to me he was a very good, a sentle and a sor- 
eieign lord. Aiyl if any peison will meddle of'my cause, 
I require them to judse the best. And thus I take my 
leave of the world, ana ofyou all, and I heartily desii« 
you all to pray for me. The Lord have mercy on me ; 
to Qod I recommend my soul.' And so she kneeled dovm, 
saying, ' To Christ I commend my soul ; Jesus, leoeiTe 
my soul ;' repeating the same dirers times^ till at leagtli 
the stroke was given, and her head vras stndcen off. 

Compare the holy resignation of this woman to tlia 
conduct of the king. He waited under an oak at n 
short distance from Lioodon, to hear the Tower gmw 
which should announce that the head of hte queen rollql 
on the scaffold. At ]ast, when the summer sun rose hi(^ 
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to its zfenith. the sullen sound of the death-gun boomed 
along the winding of the Thames. * Ha ! ha I' he cried, 
with savage joy, * the deed is done — uncouple the hounds 
Imd away!' And with these words, leaping on his 
horse, he followed the stag a while, and then, turning 
from the hunt, galloped off to Wolf Hall, the residence 
of the Seymours, wh^re he alighted without drawing 
rein. The next morning he was married to Jane Sey- 
mour. 

The fotlMHiig incident is given in Houseate^s Memoirs, 
rriative to her death : — 

' Anne Boleyn, being on the scaffcdd, would not consent 
to Inye her eyes baidaged, saying that she had no fear 
of death. AU that the minister who assisted in the exe- 
cution coidd obtain was Utat she would shot her eyes. 
But as she was opening them every moment, the execu- 
tioner was fearful of missing his aim, and was obliged to 
invent an expedient to behead the queen : he drew off his 
shoes and approached her silently ; while he was at her 
left hand, another person advanced at her right, and 
made a great noise while walking, so that this circum- 
stance drew the attention of Anne. She turned her face 
firom the executioner, who was enabled by this circum- 
stance to strike the fatal blow without being disarmed by 
that spirit of affecting resignation which shone in the eye 
of the loved but unfortunate victim. She was beheaded 
at the Tower, 1636.' 

This fearful tragedy adds another to the bloody history 
of the death penalty. A terrible weapon this to put into 
human hands. Life is too sacred to be thus severed at 
the nod of a tyrant. During the reign of this Blue Beard, 
there was a law which made it death to affirm that fie 
woM lawfully married to one of his reives ! The mere 
clipping of an English shilling was liable to the same 
penalty. Which the tyrant conceived the moat heinous 
erime, we are not now informed. It should, however, be 
25 
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stated, that this law respecting coin existed as aailf 
as the year 1283, in the time of Edward the First. Prince 
David, a Welsh patriot, suffered for the crime ; his heart 
was torn out from his living body, dashed in his fiice, 
and then burnt! It was the law for five hundred years! 

JNOTX 16, PA6B 166. 

C X 

Thx poems by C M have been highly exto&ed 

by some of the best scholars, for their beauty, simplictty, 
and originality. ' The Blind Girl,' and * The Prisoner's 
Address to his Mother,' are both ^uched in the most- 
touching language. The ' Prisoner's Address' has been 
set to music. We have already stated that we had the 
pleasure of hearing the author sing it, with three of his 
companions. The occasion, of itself, was inspiring. It 
was at the celebration of our National Independence, ia 
1847, which is now annually held in the Chadestowu 
prison, by the ' Massachusetts State Prison Society fiv 
Mutual Aid and Improvement.' This organization was 
effected by the excellent warden, Hon. Frederick Robin- 
son. This is a precursor of that bright day when our 
penitentiaries shall become moral hospitals. 

The following was the order of service : — 

INSTRUMENTAL MUSia* 

Pravbk. 

Anthem, by the Choir. 

Bmnarks by the President. 

Olee — PUgrima emd Wanderen, 

Remarks by Wm. H , a prisoner. 

Okiohtal Sons. 

Remarks bjr L S , a priswisr. 

Original Poem, by G M , a priaonv. 

Remarks by J. M. K , a prisoner. 
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Poem by B. F. E , a (Nrisoner. 

BemarkB by W H , a prisoner. 

Glee — Day on the Mouniaina. 

Remarks by J M. B , a prisoner. 

Poem, by W B ^> a prisoner. 

Remarks by A L— — . 

A March. 
Ode on Science, by the Clioir. 

Addresses were interspersed, by Dr. Channing, C 
£^)ear, J. M. Spear, and others, as honorary members. 

It waSy indeed, a new thing in prison life, for the in- 
mates to celebrate the independence of their country. 
Some eloquent addresses were delivered. While, with- 
out the wsdls, the freeman was rejoicing with guns and 
bells, within, the prisoner was enabled to join with him. 
Who will say that such a course leads to crime ? But 
we have not room to enlarge. A sketch would have been 
given of this prison poet, but he preferred not to hare his 
history spread before the world's eye. This prisoner is 
now at liberty. His behavior was so commendable that 
the governor and council shortened his tejrm of sentence. 
He is now an industrious, fieiithful man. It is hoped that 
he will still cultivate the muse, and give the world some 
more effusions from his pen like "The Blind Girl,' or 
* Prisoner's Address to his Mother.' 



Note 16, page 177. m 

John Qniner. 

Of this prisoner, we have received the following par- 
ticulars from one who was acquainted with the circum- 
stances generally, but who cannot vouch for the correct- 
ness of evory particular. We had expected a sketch 
from the hand of one of the sisters, but was disappointed 
in not obtaining it in season. 
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» then, b( 



lice, OD B chain of brenlcing inlo a dwelliii^-haiue 
ilcuing, wlWD ha pJeitl not ^ilty before the justice; 
leine boiind orar foe trial, he was eoaficled at court. 
la hailhna aiiten litiag, but I beliera ha haa do 
lar, hating loat three oi mora. ' 
la waa drowned in a canal, at lavell. I do not 
r wken he waa buried. He waa repoted to be ia- 
lerate, and ninch addicted to stealing. la one in- 
X be coofessed his own crime, and plead hia own 
I, Dunug B period of his life he was luwne." 
IT his poeroa ve are indebted to the gentlemanly pcD- 
or of the Essex Regislei, Salem. They were origi- 
' published there, in 1S2B. Then are Bevaial othw 
n, but for thew the public must wail till wa publish 



bare enctowd two or three of some hundred poems 
^h I composed at my work-bench, or in the retirement 
y cell, when nothing was beard but tlie muffled step 
le setiilnel, brotcen at inlenals perchance by an out 
k of profsne lan^age, emanalit^: from the mDMh ol 
: careleas impenitent, whom no philasafriiy eao hn- 
iie, no religion reclaim, and no charily sofUo.' 

coking of his imprisomnenl, he thus writes: — 

* * ' Like a death-knell, in'' 
nt's aUghted warning* rmig -, a 
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portals of the .tomb that shields a mother's sacred 
dust, would ope afiresh^ aad from its gloomy shades, in 
midnight dreams, her mjured soul would rise and chide 
me for my bygone crimes ; until the sealed-up fountains 




pure ecstatic strains. 

' My incarceration has been a painful, but I hope my 
future life will proye it a salutary, affliction ; privation hais 
learned me how to appreciate the l^lessinss of life : and I 
am well aware there are many within mose walls who 
can adopt the language of Peter, when witnessing, on 




mood minarets of ^lory, attentiye listener to the captive's 
mournful cry, it is wnen he beholds the human efforts 
now in operation for the amelioration of that part of our 
unhapDjF race, whose miseries and privations enlisted, 
tbxwgn life the eneivies and sympathies of this good and 
great Deoflufoctor of the world. 
' I aoi, in conclusion, 

* Your humble and obedient servant, 

'S H .» 

NOTB 18, PAGE 191. 

ObadiBh Parker. 

In a letter firom Rev. Wm. S. Balch, we gather the fol- 
lowing particulars of this prisoner .* — 

< This poem was written by Mr. Obadiah Parker, who 
was aenteooed to imprisonment for life, from one of the 
upper counties in this state. His crime was forgery. 
He was a man of superior talents and an excellent educar 
tion. His conduct, while in prison, was such that he 
was pardoned after a few years' confinement. Imme- 
diately after his liberation, ne established s sdiool close 
by the prison, in what was then called Greenwich Vil- 
mg6f wnich became very popular. Many men who have 

25* 
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become distinguished in the Tarions professions mm Ms 
nopils, among whom is Rev. E. H. Chnpin, of Boston. 
He was highly respected as a sncoessfol teacher, and aa 
estimable citizen. He remoTed, some yean ago> to Ohio^ 
where he has since died. 

' He wrote the verses you have copied while on his 
way down the Hudson from Albany, on board a sloop, 
ana concluded the last verse after he came in sight of his 
prison home. 

*I am thine, &c., 

' New York, Jane 99, 1847.» * ^'"" ^ ®^»«^ 



NOTB 19, PAGS 198. 

W 0—. 

br Blay, 1847, J. M. Spear was visiting the fSing Sfaig 
prison, at New York. He took occasion to call one of 
the inmates broUur. He was displeased. Sometimea 
he was deranged. He treated the friend disrespectfully, 
which he afterwards regretted. This incident occasiooed 
the following correspondence, which, doubtlessj will be 
read with interest. Mrs. Farnham was then the matran 
of the prison: — 

* Mrs. Faknham : 

' If you think it propter, you may say to the gentleman 
for whom the enclosed is designed, that I was sorry, in a 
short time afterward, for the disrespectful way in which 
I spoke to him when he kindly called me ' ' brotner. " You 
know (or, at least, I know) that I feel sometimes that 
Uiere is not one creature on earth that cares for me. It 
was whilst I was in this very mood that I acted so im- 
properly towards Mr. Spear. I have been nshamitd of It 
a hundred times since. 

' Yours, &c. 

«W— — G — .» 

Airs. Famham kindly forwarded, with the lines and 
the above note, a few vrords, nidiich we here publish : -^ 
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*M(nmt Pleaaani Priaon, 7 

Smgr ShtiTi NY' ) 
*J. M. Spbab: 

'Dear Sir^ — When you risited us in May, ycm saw a 
youae man m the office of the male prison, who, as you 
will doubtless remember^ was, at that time, in a state of 
partial derangement of mmd. Since that time he is much 
improved, and, indeed, is now quite recoyered. He has 
charge of a part of the garden, and some two weeks sinoe, 
as I was passing through it, I asked him to gather for 
me some of the fidling roses, of which there was a great 
profusion about him. He dia so, and the incident which 
he has, as I think, so beautifully presenred in the follow- 
ing lines, was not mentioned until some days after it 
occurred. I send you the poem for your paper, thinking 
it wcNTthy of insertion there, or in more preteoaing jour- 
nals than yours. 

* Very truly yours, 

*£. W. FAvnuLMu 

'July 1st, 1847.* 

*Mnmi Pleaaomt Prison Qardm^ \ 
June 28, 1847. S 

' Mas. Eliza W. Farnhah : 

' Madam.— -Ton will remember of me telling you of the 
mishap to the bee whilst I was gathering your rose petals. 
I knew you would be reluctant to accept anything the 
acquiring of which had- caused pain to any creature, and 
consequently did not mention it to you until several days 
after I handled you the rose-leaves. I paid very dose at- 
tention to the bee under misfortune. I thought, at the 
time, it would be a pretty theme, and have^ in the fol- 
lowin|r lines, attempted to commemorate a circumstance 
in which I felt deeply interested at the time of its occur- 
rence. 

'With respect, dte., 

'W G-. .' 

The lines, of ooune, will be fiiund in the body of tlui 
work. 



99$ BIOQRAPRICAL AND CKITIOJLL NOTICn* 

NOTS 20, PAGS 196. 

C. B. S. B^yington. 

Ths aathor of these lines was a printer, and \rorked in 
this city. He was accused of the crime of murder. At 
his execution a scene of horror occurred that beggars all 
description. It is described by one who seems to baTe 
been an eye-witness : 

' He dashed firom the foot of the scaffold among the 
military. But he was easily secured. * * * He 
succeeaed in thrusting his hands between the rope and 
his throat, and thus, resbting and struggling to tiie last, 
died despairing, and, for ai^t that human eye oouM 
see, impenitent.' * * * 

It is said that he was afterwards found to be mnoceuti 

NOTS 21, PAOK 198. 



(Ik the Rhode Island state prison, there is a cell curi- 
ously ornamented by various paintings on the wall — the 
work of a convict. Directly under the window which 
lights the cell, is the LortPs Prayer; over the bed are 
the Ten Commandments;) above the door is a copy of a 
very singular odverHaementf in which things are called 
by their right names ; on the door is the name, Cos- 
MOPOUTB Hotel; by its side, the Bride^a FareweU; 
and then, on the other side, are the ConxkVa Address to 
his Mother f the Gambler's W\fe, some sentences entitled 
What Jwmld doj True Charity ^ and two sportive pieces. 
These are all painted in very smooth, elegant letters, on 
the rough, white-washed granite wall, and exhibit a skill 
mt lettering seldom rivalled. They were thus painted by 
the convict who introduced the manufacture of degantly 
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paliited fantf of which Tery many thousands hare been 
made in the prison, most beautifully decorated with flow- 
ers, or birds, or other ornaments, finished with a preci- 
sion of drawing and niceness of execution truly surpris- 
ing. The poem is one of the aboTe mentioned pieces, 
with the signature as annexed. 



CONCLUDING BEHABKS 



At bit wt mch the and of our labors. Manj a long dajr havt 
vtapant upon our work. Wa know it bears the marks of impar 
fteiioo. But, auch aa it ia, we aand it forth on lu miaaion, tniatr 
Inf It will find &Tor, and earneaUy hoping that it vaaj tand to 
aoltan the pcajudicea of many against the prisoner. Wa hava 
glran aome few reaultB of his labor. We have entered with aoma 
mlDUtanaaa into the details of his prison history. We haTS fid- 
lowed him to his dark and gloomy cell. We have aem him, when 
rtnit out ftom the world, aeek a aolace in the charroa of poetry. 
Wa have given a brief history of him ; and gladly would wa have 
given an antira sketch o[ each poet, but our work haa been de- 
kyad ftr beyond our original intention. When we firat entered 
thia field, we acarcely found flowers enough to cliser ua in oar 
path. Soon the field opened and widened, till we knew not wbers 
to atopi A more beautiful, a mora intensely intaraating aubject, 
navar prasented itself to the human intellect. Yet how ftw hava 
aDtarsd upon it I This is the first volume the world haa ever 
aaan of the Poetry of the Priaon. And even small aa thia ia, wa 
have scarcely been cheered in our labors. It may, like many of 
the authora, be consigned to oblivion. But our duty is dona. Our 
inner aoul has been refreshed. We have found one of the most 
baautifiil fields of literature that can be imagined. Delightfiil 
have been our feelinga as we have wandered unong the dark cetta, 
not with the cruelties of man, but with that wonderful, recuper 
ativa power of geuiua, that overleaps all human boundariea, that 
diadalna the chain and the ftttar, that triumphs at the ftgot, and 
vajoicaa at the eroas. What a grand thought! That no fottais 
tiMt hninaa biffHmlty can foiga, no walla that fanmaa rtcill can 
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taiU, can chain the Immortal ndnd! What mblima IDuatntJoni 
in Mont^omeiy, Madame Guyon, Ganriaon, Balai^ Fteeido^ 
Banyan, and in tliat long line of Royal Authon I 

In the preparation of the woric, we acknowledge, with plaaa- 
nre, oor indebtedneaa to tiie gentlemanly proprieton of the 
Boston Athenaum, to the librarian of Hanrard UniTenity, to tha 
Warden of oar State prison, to oar own hrotiier, J. M. Spbam, and 
to many othan, whoae namea wa know they would not ezpeci va 
to mention. 

TosaTo Gonatant nfiannco, wehaTS plaead a Uit of aomt few 
hoolEs oonaoltod. 
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